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Here native innocence and mirth are ſeen, 

No high flown phraſes, and as few that's mean; 
Virtue and beauty here regale the ſenſe, 

The beſt of ſubſtitutes for eloquence. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
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DUC HESS oF HAMIL TON. 


\ 


MADAM, 


1 Hope your Grace will excuſe the liberty I have 

taken, in offering for your Grace's peruſal and pa- 
tronage a Tranſlation of the much admired Scotch 
Paſtoral of the GENTLE SHEPHERD, 1nto Eng- 
liſh; wich under fuch protection can never fail of 
ſucceſs. My vanity almoſt prompts me to think it 
will not be altogether diſagreeable, when I confider 
your Grace's numberleſs virtues, and your readineſs 
to promote the ſmalleſt effort that might in the leaſt 
tend to the good of this country. Here, like other 
dedicators, I might attempt to delineate your Grace's 
beauty, virtue, generoſity, hoſpitality, and thoſe all- 
perfeftions, that mark your Grace's character; — but 
when I reflect but a ſingle moment, the world would 
certainly laugh at me for informing them of what 
they are already ſo well acquainted with. 


My only motive, not vanity as an author, for at- 
rempong this tranſlation, was, the Engliſh language 
being 


vi DEDICATION. 


being ſpoke with ſo much propriety in this country, 
that the beauties of the original piece- would have 


been totally loſt in a few years had not this, or the 
like means, been taken to preſerve it, 


If on peruſal it ſhould meet with your Grace's ap- 


probation, I ſhall think myſelf particularly happy in 
"OG the honor to ſubſcribe myſelf, 


Your Grace's \ 2 BW 
M,-jſt grateful, 
( 
/ Moſt obedient, 
And moſt devoted Servant, | 
11 


w. WARD, 


rr T 
Oo ern 
GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


| Am fully convinced the partial critic will ſay with 
wonder, © a tranſlation of the Gentle Shepherd 
into Engliſh—ir is a paſtoral, not inferior to any 
ever publiſhed for poetry, incident, or native beauty.” 

Theſe are arguments that the Tranſlator has the 

higheſt ſenſe of, or he would by no means have at- 

tempted the tranſlation, was the original leſs replete 

with beauty than it really is; my reaſons for the at- 

tempt are too obvious to let them paſs unnoticed. I 

am myſelf a native of England, but have reſided in 

Scotland a conſiderable number of years, and be- 

come a proficient in the language of the low-lands 

of that country, and being ever fond of theatrical 

pieces, the Gentle Shepherd by chance came to hand; 

| on 
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on my firſt reading of it, I mean ſuch parts as 1 
could read, I received the greateſt pleafure, but my 
feelings were extremely hurt, when I came to ſuch 
paſſages as 1 could by no means comprehend the 
meaning of. Shortly after this the piece was re- 
preſented at the Theatre Royal, where I flew with 
impatience, that I might find out more of its beauties 
there, but how much was I diſappointed !—worſe 
and worſe ! —If 1 was loſt in the maze of 
Scotch expreſſion, J was totally loſt in the repre- 
ſentation. The actors, who were all or moſt of them 
Engliſh, did not underſtand the language fo well as 
myſelf, ſpoke a kind of jargon that they did not 
underſtand themſelves, far leſs make it intelligible 
«to any one elle, though in the language of their 
own country moſt excellent performers. It hap- 
pened ſoon after this che paſtoral- was announced 
for performance again, by ſome young people of 
the city; I flew with equal anxiety to ſee their 
performance; if one was bad, the other worſe; no. 
doubt they ſpoke the language in its ancient purity, 
but the want of a proper knowledge of the ſtage, 
and the regularity that is to be obſerved, fo make 
a piece pleaſing to the eye, as well as the ear, was 
totally loſt: the want of emphaſis, pauſes, and 
points, paſſed over uriobſerved, ſo that neither the 
«ne or the other gave me the leaſt ſatisfaction. It 

Was 
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vas then the thought firſt occured to me for the 
entertainment of Engliſh readers, that a tranflation 
of it would meet with ſucceſs: I mentioned my 
thou ghts to ſome of my acquaintanee, men of ge- 
nius and learning, who told me it was too arduous a 


taſk, and impoſſible to traulae 15 1 i retain dhe 
beauties of the piece. 


This by 1 me, - * 1 3 
termined, ſo ſoon as I aqquired a ſufficient know- - 
ledge of the language, and time wauld permit me, 
to attempt the taſk myſelf. | This thought Na- 
niſhed for ſame; years, till I found the knowledge of 
the Scotch language was wearing out very faſt 
| among all ranks of people, and on aſking many of my 
acquaintance what was the meaning of ſuch words and 
| ſentences, made uſe of in the Gentle Shepherd, 
they were as ignorant of the meaning as I was the 
firſt day I ſet my foot in the country; therefore, in 
order to preſerve ſo valuable a piece from obſcurity, 
I immediately ſet about the tranſlation, which I have 
done in as literal a manner as it is poſſible for a tranf- 
lation to be. This I have the vanity to ſay, I have 
not robbed it of any of its original beauties, and if 
1 have added any, I ſhall think myſelf particularly 
happy in the approbation of my readers. I am cer- 
tain I ſhall regale my Engliſh friends by the treat, 
Wow and 


s P. R E F A c E. 
and I hope my friends on the north fide the Tweed, 
have too much good ſenſe, and the generality of them 


have ſuch a knowledge of the Engliſh language, as 


to admire every improvement that is made upon their 
own. - If there ſhould be any errors in the verſi fica- 


tion of the tranſlation, it muſt be imputed to the ori- 


ginal, as it is tranſlated word for word, or line for 


line. Where the couplet is obliged to be altered, I 
Have ſtill kept up to the ſenſe and meaning of the 


author. Thoſe that are deſirous of ſeeing the beau- 


ries of the work in its juſt colours, I would adviſe 
to have the original before them while they read the 


tranſlation, and if they can find any beauties there, I 


ſhall think my trouble not totally loſt, 


Dramatis 


#. 


ww 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. |. 


Sir WILLIAM WorTHyY 
Pare, the Gentle Shepherd 
Ro GER, a rich young Shepherd 


SYMON 1 | 
| IT wo old Shepherds, Tenants to Sir 
| - and Takes... 
""WLACH 


BavuLDy, a Clown 


WOMEN. 


Pr, gyought to be Glaud's Niece 
Jzxnxy, Glaud's Daughter 
Maus, an old Woman, thought to be a Witch 
E1se A, Symon's Wife 
Maps , Glaud's Siſter, 


N 


ACT I SCENE LL” 


Green Bank, 


PATII and Kbörn dſervered ſiting on 4 


s O N 6 1. 
＋ un Abe  Roufing of the Fold. 


Juſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day and always gay, 


My Peggy is a young girl, * 


And Im not very old, 
Yet well T like to meet her at . 
The roufing of the fold. 


My Peggy ſpeaks fo ſweetly 
hene'er we-meet alone; 

I wiſh no more to eaſe my care, 
Boo 7 
peaks ſo ſweetl 

7 Toll thereſt Im cold, 
For hn nl its glow 
At rouſing of the 1 d. A 


I Pepgy is a young girl, lt 
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My Peggy ſmiles ſo kindly 
Whene er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on all the town, 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſo kindly, 
It makes me glad and bold, 


And nothing gives me ſuch delight 
As rouſing of the fold. 


My Peggy ſings ſo oy, 
When on my pipe l pay 3 ‚ : 
| By all the reſt - is confeſs'd, | n 
| By all the reſt that ſhe ſings beſt. | 
| My Peggy ſings ſo ſoftly, 
| | And in her ſongs ate told, 
_—_ With innocence the choice of ſenſe 
At rouſing of the fold. 


l. . 
| This beaut'ous morning, Roger, cheers my blood, 
All nature imiling 1 in a jovial mood, 
How chearful tis to hear the linnets ſing, 
Welcome in vocal ſong the enliv' ning ſpring: 
How {wget it is to breathe delicious air, X 
And all. the joys of life, when free from care : 
What ails thee, Roger, why do you thus grieve ? 
Tell me the cauſe, "and III your pains relieve. 


ROG ER. 
O Patie I am born to an ill-natur'd fate, 
To ſtrive with hardſhips ſad and great; 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to daſh the limpid ſtream, 
From fox and ravens free the lambs remain; ; 


But I, oppreſs'd with never-ending vw 
Muſt £ill deſpair of * out relief. 
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"iu ſhall def piſe the flower and quit as Wer, | 
Willows on rivers' banks ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
*Ere ſaucy girls, or loſs of money dear, © 
Shall hurt my reſt, or for them drop a tear. 


RO G E R. 


You might do ſo, but I have not that eaſe, 
My ſoul's too fad, nor have I power to pleaſe ; 
Sweet is your voice, ſoft accent on your tongue, 
The old adore, admir'd by the young. 

If I attempt to ſing a ſong or ſpeak 

They ſhut their ears, and up their maille-pail hes 
And treat me ill as homeward I do go, | 
Vexation fills my heart with grief and woe, 

As I'm well made determin'd yet to try, 

Like you to pleaſe a E maiden's eye; 

For every ſheep you have I can ten count, 

And ſhould, as I do think, you far ſurmount. 


PAT T E. 


But ſtop a little Roger, you have not a heart, 
And dare not freely with your money part ; 
If that be true, what ſignifies your caſh, 
Narrows the mind that value puts on traſh, 


RoGER, 


My ox ſtalls fell, and nine good fat ones kill'd, 
Sorrow to me did that but little yield ; 
In winter laſt I did my temper keep, 
Tho' ſnow had ſmother'd many ſcores of ſheep. 


PATI1E. 


Were your ſtore-rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine, 
Leſs yu would loſe, and leſs you would repine; 
B 2 Thoſe 


7 And 
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Thoſe that have juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep, 
Troubled are thoſe that have much more to keep, 


| RoGcrR, 
May plenty flow upon thee till thy heart, 
May feel the pangs of Joſh in ev'ry part. 
May ſome fair ſaucy girl your heart beguile, 


And never deign to give you one ſweet ſmile ; 


Till by her haughty pride you may be brought, 
To know I am no fool, or yet want thought. 


Park... 8 


At Edinburgh port fix lambs I freely fold, 
bought a flute, delightful to behold ; 

With it I'll cheerful be, have more may 
Than you with all your cafh, and free from ſpite ; 


I be more merry with it, and ne'er cloy, 


Than you with all the caſh you can enjoy. 


RO OE R. 


No Patie, no, I'm none of thoſe, 
There's other things that doth my reſt oppoſe ; 
I dream'd a frightful dream but the laſt night, 
Which makes my fleſh ſtill tremble with the fright. 


| | P nr. 

Of all your ſecrets, Roger, I'm poſſeſs' d, 
And if I was not, I could gueſs the reſt: 
Fooliſh your dreams, I think the devil's in y& 
Do I not know your love for ſaucy Jenny ? 
Take courage, Roger, tell your ſtory free, 


And all your ſecrets ſhall be ſafe with me. 


| ROGER. 
Now, Patie, y ou have gueſt of what I've ſaid, 
PI tell you all, nor will I be afraid; 


- 
— 


Know 


— 


— 


Deſpiſes me, which makes my heart to ſmart. 


n 
Thom, Jenny s looks are fit to break my heart, 


Yet from her prefence I cannot depart, © + ©. 
In every place ſhe treats me with diſdain, | 
And at all times ſhe loves to give me pain; 


Beyond that hill I ſaw her in the 5 
She flew away and ſeemingly afraid, 


Her love's on Bauldy ſet, Bauldy that drives the 


cart 


* 


PAT TI. | 
But'your miſta'en, he does not Jenny love, 
For Neps he ſighs, fo all your fears remove, 


RoGzR. 
In vain I wiſh 1 could not ſeek her love, 


But yet I muſt, my mind can never rove; 
She {truck my dog of late —hard hearted log 


If ſhe lov'd me, he'd ſurely love my dog. 

If one ſmall ſpark had ever fill'd her breaſt, 

She t have ſhewn more kindneſs to my beaſt ; 
When bigs to play my tuneful pipe, 

Her ſcornful 5 looks are ever ripe; 

I play d laſt night a tune I thought would pleaſe, 
To get one ſmile to give my anguiſh eaſe ; - 
She ſaid twas very ſweet and very ſoft, 

But aſk'd her couſin what it was, and laugh'd. 
My flocks may wander now without my care, 
My pipe II break—no more * ber ear. 


PATIE. 


Why do ſo, Roger ?—ill-luck will ſometimes 
2: a to the beſt ; 


Since her pert tongue will give your mind no reſt, 


Yonder's 


— — — 
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Yonder's a hill, climb up unto the top, 2 
And when you're there down in the water drop. 


* ROGER. hd 
When men make haſte to ſpill their precious 
blood, 


God they offend—forgot by all that's good. 


ant 07 = r | 
Silly fool give o'er your ſtupid whining way— 


_ , Seem careleſs—there's my hand, you'll win the day. 
| * how I ſerv'd my girl—l love as well as you 
D | 


o Jenny, and with heart as true : 


Laſt morning I was very early out, 
Upon a wall I lean'd, gazing about; 


I ſaw my Peg come ſkipping o'er the lawn, 
I faw my Peg juſt at the break of dawn, 


For yet the fun was only peeping thro? 


The miſty ſky, as ſhe near to me drew; 

Her coats tuck'd up, and ſweetly did ſhe ſhew 
Her neat bare legs that whiter were than ſnow ; 
Her head-dreſs neat, her hair was comb'd up ſleek, 


Her ringlet locks hung waving on her cheek, 


Which were ſo roſy, and her eyes ſo bright, 
And then her lips did equal all delight. 
Clean was her dreſs in fuſtian waiſtcoat clad, 
As the came ſkipping o'er the dewy mead ; 
Chearful I cry'd, my Peg already come, 

I wonder what fo ſoon brought you from home; 
But I can gueſs, you're going to gather dew ; 
She turn'd away, and ſaid what's that to you? 
Farewel, my dear, ſaid I, I'm quite at eaſe, 
You'll be the firſt ſhall aſk your Pate to pleaſe. 
When that ſhe heard ſhe quickly did return, 
While my fond heart with love and ardor burn. 
Some taunting words ſhe did upon me lend, 


Requeſted next that I my dog would ſend, 
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For three ſmall ewes had ſtrayd ſhe could not find, 
T kiſs'd and laugh'd, and ſo did ſhe—delicioustaſte! 
My arms I claſp'd about her neck and waiſt, 
While in my arms TI held the charming fair, 

To tell thoſe joys would baniſh'ev'ry care, 
Numberleſs chides came from her lovely mouth, 
But well I knew ſhe did not tell the truth. 

If by your love youre perplex d again, 

Tell her you're h ſhe cannot give you pain, 
Seem to forſake her, and I'm ſure you'll find 
Inſtead of you your Jane will change her mind. 


SENT I, 
Dear Roger if your Jenny mock, 
And anſwer indie wn with a flight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight; 
But them neglect, they're ſoon defeat, 
And with a ſimple face give way 


To a repulſe ne er mind their hate, 
Puſh boldly on and win the day. 


When maidens innocent and you 
Say often what they would diſguiſe, 
Ne er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But mark the language of th their eyes: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſts 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Look elſewhere to be better bleſs'd, 
And let her ſigh when tis too late. 


ROG ER. 


Dear Patie, bleſſings on your honeſt heart, 
You're always cheerful, and have ſuch an art 
To raiſe my mind, clear up the darkeſt part; 
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So for your pains I will a preſent make | 
*T was $4 my mother made, you'll keep it for het 


e; 
The beſt of wool doth form each diff rent part 
With various colours, mark d with no ſmall art; 
You're worthy of it was it ten times more, 
Who did for me my wand ring mind reſtore, 


| PATIE. 

Your preſent I receive with hearty glee, 
And in return a preſent take from me; 
My flute I'll give you—before Jenny play, 

And I'll be bound..ſhe never ſays you * 


ROGER. 


Pl uin to obſerve what you think beſt; 
The flute pray keep, you far excel the reſt ; 
Now take it out my mind's upon the wing, 
And much I long to hear you play and fing, 


Parte. 


But firſt we'll take a walk up to the hill, 
Our flocks to feed, where * may take cheir fill, 
Then for a breakfaſt, bread and wholeſome cheeſe 
Would be ſufficient for a lord to pleaſe, 
Might pleaſe the niceſt taſte, would ſenſe permit, 
With exerciſe and air to get an appetite. 
At yonder well, we'll take our grace, drink free, 


I'll whiſtle then, and ſing moſt chearfully. 


$. CE NE 0. 


' INTRODUCTION, 


Between two verdant hills, a fweet repoſe, 
Where girls were wont to waſh and ſpread their 


clothes, 
A little 
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Alitile rivulet purling through the ground, 
Shew'd its ſmooth pebbles, ſhining clear and round, 
Here view. two bare-fuot beauties, clean and tight, 
W heſe eyes are killing voice gives great delight ; + 
While Jenny what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, 

And Peg, with better ſenſe, true love defends. | 


PEO OVV and IENN V. 


Jenny. 

A pleaſant ſpot for work is on this green, 
The ſhining ſun will make our linen clean; 
The ſky unclouded ſhews its azure blue, 
Will make them like a lily, white with dew. 


PrGGy. 


Yet farther up the ſtream I'd wiſh to go, 
Where all the ſweets of ſpring and ſummer grow ; 
Between two trees a rivulet doth run, 

With gentle falls, and guarded from the ſun ; 
A pool breaft deep, a bottom clear as glaſs, 
With eaſy pearls doth kiſs the bord'ring graſs. 

The morning's cool, we'll work with fr eſher *, 
In heat of day let's to the pool repair, 
There waſh ourſelves, and ſport and play, 
No time fo proper as the month of May. 


Je Nux. 
O thou ghtleſs girl, what would you fay, 
If Pate and Roger comes this way, 
And ſee what always we would with to hide? 
Patie would jeer, = Roger he would chide. 


le 


Of pleaſures here ſecure we take our il 
The youth's are feeding far beyond the hill ; 
| ": | 


But, 
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1 
But, Jenny, tell me, why with ſuch diſdain, 
You ſtill perſiſt to give your lover pain? 
The neighbours are concern'd for Roger's love, 
But all his ſighs your heart could never move; 
Do not deſpiſe him or you'll come to rue 
To tell the truth, he's ſure as good as you. 


JIEN Nx. 


J cannot love him, why do you defire ?— 

A clown fo {imple ne'er can blow love's fire ; 

He dreſſes well, and ſeems inclin'd to pleaſe, 

But ſtill he wants ſome more addreſs and eaſe ; 

His bonnet blue on ſide of head he wears, 

With ribbands deck'd right well appears; 

His cravat too 1s always clean and white, 

And none at church or fair doth look more tight ; 


But when he ſpeaks tis with a deal of forrow— 


How do you Jenny ?—or wiſh me a good morrow. 


PE OO. 


Why treat your lover with ſo much diſdain, 
Inſtead of giving pleaſure you give pain; 

Soon you'll repent it, I am much afraid, | 
Roger forſakes you and you die a maid. , 
Some children cry and quarrel at their meat, 

And when they've got it fret and will not eat, 
The reſt laugh at them till the dinner's paſt, . 
And then the fooliſh thing's oblig'd to faſt, a 
Or eat another's leavings at the laſt. 


. 


| PEGGY. 
The ſaucy will repent 

When lovers hearts grow cold, 
Not one her ſmiles will mind 

Soon as her face grows old : 


The 
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The child indulg'd and in a pet, 
Not eats tho' hunger craves, 
Whimpers and ſcoffs at what they eat, 
Tho' part of it would have. 
They feſt it till the dinner's paſt, 
Thus by himſelf abus'd, 
The fooliſh boy's oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they refus d. 


Pzccvy, 
Time may fly ſwiſt, and you in years decline, 


JIENN V. 
I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 


Nor I, but Cupid's laws doth whiſper ſtill, 
We're form'd for men, ſubſeryient to their will. 


JIEN NV. 


If Roger is my love, to him tis known, 
For ſuch a thought to me he ne'er did own: 
He ſighs and groans, and well I know the cauſe, 
Tis in my breaſt—ſecret's the womens laws, 
If love he offers—nay on knees adore, 
I'll tell him plainly ne'er to do it more; 
They're fools that ſlav' ry like—I will be free, 
No man on earth ſhall ever conquer me. 


PE O OG. 


Do as you like, for me I have a mind, 
To be as yielding as my lover's kind. 


— 
JIEN NV. | LY >: 
Dear girl, how are you thus inclin'd, "OC. 
To love a youth devoted to his mind? 
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Soon as you're wed, I fear you'll find much ſtrife, 


When once the parſon calls you man and wife. 


S O N G IV. 


O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 

We ought not to truſt his ſmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 

Leſt a harder luck betide you : 
Laſſes when their fancy's carried, 

Think of nought but to be married, 
Running to a life deſtroys 

Heartſome, free, and youthful j Joys. 


PEGGY. 


The fate I'll try, nor have I any fear, 
But rather think the ſhorteſt day a year, 
Till I with pleaſure mount my bridal bed, 
And on my lover's breaſt to lean my head; 
III ſtrive to pleaſe him yea tis good my part, 
By doing that I'm miſtreſs. of his heart. 


Jznxy. 

You may indeed for ſome time be careſs'd, 
To you his love will ſhew above the reſt ; 
But ſoon as the honey-moon is o'er 
He'll look on others, think on you no more ; 
Deſpiſe you next, perhaps may turn a rake, 
And think he's loft, his freedom for your ſake : 
Inſtead of ſoft delights which you expect, 


He'll change his mind, and treat yoh with neglect, 


And when in liquour not refuſe, 


To giye his pretty wife a Ay noſe. 


Pic G v. 


Coarſe are your thoughts, nor will I be inclm'd, 
My love's 10 fix d, to ever change my mind; 


Patie 


— 


E ov 1 


Patie to me is dearer than my life, + 

With him I'm happy, ſcorn the worſt of ſtrife ; 

All other ſhepherds, I for him deſpiſe, 

So neat, ſo trim, and ſuch fine glancing eyes ; 

Such muſic from his tongue he doth impart, _ 

Thrills through my veins and raviſhes my heart ; 

Delightful can he ſport and gently ſhew, 

Actions and deeds that others do not know; 

Each day when he's alone upon the lawn, 

He reads fuch books as will the mind adorn— 

He is—but why ſhould I his all perfections paint? 
. I'm ſure my pencil is by far too faint. 

In all his actions, all his eaſy mein, 

The reſt look fooliſh when my Patie's ſeen; 

His better ſenſe will bind his love to me, 

While thoſe untaught will wander light and free. 


7 £52 nan. | 

ih O pretty talk indeed! ere it be long, 
Your witty Pate will put you in a ſong. 
O 'tis a pleaſing thing to be a' bride, 
With crying children round your fire-ſide ; 
Aſking for this or that with noiſe and din, 
To make them clothes you next muſt ſet to ſpin ; 
One child falls ſick—another loſt its ſhoe ; - 
A third cries cold, you know not what to do; 

1 There's ſuch a rumpus, home grows hell, 
And Pate abuſes worſe than tongue can tell. 


F 


PE OG Ox. 
How can T be ſad when a huſband J have 
Whole ſenſe 1s ſuperior to thoſe, 
Poor weak filly fellows that ſtudy like fools, - - 
And loſe their own joy by their wives ſilly rules. 
The 


( 26 ) 


The man who is prudent ne'er ſlighteth his wiſe, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ſtrife; 

He praiſes her virtues, nor will he abuſe 
Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe, 


Yes tis a pleaſing thing to be a wife, 
When round the fire-ſide our children thrive ; 


If Pm fo happy, I ſhall take delight 


To hear their prattle and to keep them right. 
Oh. Jenny, can there greater pleaſure be, 
To ſee ſuch ſweet one's tott ring round our knee; 


When all they aim at, and their only wiſh, 


Is to be made of, and obtain a kiſs ; 


Can there be toil in watching day and night 
| Thoſe pretty babes, when love makes care delight. 


uv. 


But if by chance you ſhould turn poor, 
And beggary come too near your door, 
But little love or e cheer can be, 
With dirty clothes and empty pantry. 
Your _ may die—the | 4 tin ſweep away 
From off the meadows green your cocks of hay; 
The thick-blown reaths of ſnow or blaſhy thaws 
Your wethers ſmother, or may rot your ews : 
A bankrupt buys your butter, wool, and cheeſe, 
But 'ere the day of payment breaks and flies : 
The landlord ſeeks his rent—wont be ſaid nay— 
Its not to give—the merchant's run away : 
His honour will not want your goods he'll ſell, 
Then driven from houſe to houſe were can you dwell, 
Dear Peg be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life, 
"Deed tis no jeſt to be a married wife. 


PE G G y. 


May ſuch ill- luck befal the filly ſhe, 
Who has ſuch fears, for it was never me. 


Let 
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Let folk do well and ftrive to do their beſt— 
No more's requir'd—let heaven make out the reſt. 
Oft have I heard my honeſt uncle ſay, 
That men ſhould all for wives that's virtuous pray. 
A well ſtor'd houſe, the pleaſure of man's life, 
Can ne'er be had without a thrifty wife : 
Nought ſhall be wanting therefore on my part, 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart; 
What e'er he gains I'll guide with utmoſt care, » 
And get the praiſe of market, home and fair; 7 
For wholeſome cheap good and ſufficient ware. 
And firſt of all to market ſhall be ſent, 
Some lambs and cheeſe to pay the lord his rent. 
Then all behind's our own ; ſo without fear, 
With love and plenty through the world we ſteer; 


Happy then with children, and riches grown, 
He'll bleſs the time the parſon made us one. 


Jenny, 


If on the green ſome wanton ſhould ariſe, | 
With dimpled cheeks, and two bewitching eyes, 
Should make your Patie think his half worn Meg, 
And her kind kiſſes hardly worth a fig. 


PEOOx. 


No more of that, dear Jenny, to be free, 
Some men more conſtant are in love than we; 
Nor is the wonder great, when nature, kind, 

Has bleſs'd them with ſolidity of mind; 

They'll reaſon calmly and with kindneſs ſmile, 

When our ſhort paſſions would our peace beguile ; 

But whenſoe'er they ſlight their wife at home, 

"Tis ten to one they have themſelves to blame. 

Then I'll employ with pleaſure all my art, 

To keep him chearful, and ſecure his heart: 
, | . F js 


— — — 
* 
1 
10 
| 


At evening when he comes right tir'd from the hill, | 
I'Il have ſome ſupper ready to his will; 
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In winter when he toils thro? rain and wind, 

A blazing fire, and clear hearth ſtone he'll find, 
His hat, his coat, his crook, I'll lay aſide, 

Take off the pot, that 1s right well ſupply'd ; 
Clean home ſpun cloath I'll fpread upon his board, 


' And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford ; 


Good humour and clean head-dreſs ere ſhall be | 
Guards to my face to keep his love for me. 


Jenny. 
In youth, we all the marriage pleaſure enjoy, 


Old age comes on, and all thoſe pleaſures cloy. 


Prccy. 


But we'll grow old together, and ne'er find 
The want of youth, when love grows in the mind; 
Children and their's make ſure a firmer tie, 

Then ought in love the like of us can ſpy. 

See yonder elms that grow up ſide by ſide, 

Suppoſe them ſome years ſince, bridegroom ard 
bride. 

Nearer and nearer every year they're preſt, 

Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, 

And in their mixture now are fully bleſt. 

This ſhields the other from the eaſtern blaſt, 

And in return defends that from the weſt, 

Such as ſtand ſingle, (a ſtate fo lik d by you,) 

Beneath each ſtorm and every blaſt muſt bow. 


Jz ENNY. 
I've done, I yield, dear Peggy I mult yield, 
Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field ; 
A little enemy within my breaſt has lain, 
Which makes me thus of all mankind complain. 


SONG 
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Di / TH 
I yield, dear girl, that you have won; 
And there 1s no denying; 
That ſure as light flows from the ſun, 
From love proceeds complying : 


For all that we can do or ſay 


Gainſt love; there nothing heeds us; 
The foe doth in our boſom lodge, 
That by the heart-ſtring leads us. 


Pzeccy. 

Alas, poor priſoner !-—Jenny that's not fair, 
That you'll not let ham out to take the air. 
Haſte let him out, I'll know it if I can, 


If he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. 


Jznny. | 

Another time's as good ; for ſee the fun | 
Is right far up, our waſhing not begun, 
If canker'd Madge, our aunt, ſhould come this way 
She'll make us think that there's the dee”l to pay. 
But when we've done, III tell you all my mind, 
If this be true no girl can be more kind. 

Exeunt, 


End of the Firſt Ad. 
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A fuug darch boufe,” before the door a green, 2 
Hens on the dunghill, ducks in dubs are ſeen : 
On this fide Land a barn, on that à byre, 

A peat-ſtack joins, and forms a rural ſquare. 


The houſe is Glaud's, "you ſee him at the end, 


2 to his moſſy bank invites bis friend.” 


* G and S n 
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| Go: OD morrow neighbour Symon come fit 


down, 
And tell me all the news you heard in town ; 
You was there the other day, as I was told, 
And both-old cow and bald face calf you fold ; 
III warrant you bought, tobacco of. the beſt, 
Come — it we and give a pipe to taſte. 


YT. y MON. 


With all my heart, and hear me now old boy, 
I've gather'd news will tickle your mind with joy. 


"+ 


t 9 1 
I could not reſt, till Eome oer che lee, 
Qt what Live: heard, to tell: ĩt unto; thet ; - 864 I 
Now. ſhall pur vile oppreſfors fly indeed, T7 
To, find; A e 9 UP" can 12 We bed. 


. 


ec Wh 33 & £237 7 Sa. 5, 
Eye, Symons DICE he; bete there are ne er 


ſtand, 
To hatch and ſpread the greareſt lies off-hand ;, 
Which ſoo dhe wm, like wild-fire, far and 
But looſe your Pole be Wee br falſe, lers 15. 


* 


Symon, 


Secing's'believing, Glaud, and I have ſeen 

ab, tat abfoad has with our maſter been 

ir brave good maſter, who right wiſely fled, 
And left a Far eſtate, to ſave his head: 0 
Becauſe you know full well he bravely choſe 
To ſtand his Liege's friend with great Montroſe. 
Now Cromwell's dead, and gone to Nick, 
And one call'd Monk has play'd a right ly trick, 
Reſtor'd King Charles, and every thing's in tune, 
n — * Wen * I Wünun cen. * 


. 


8. 0 ** . e 
Cold be che rebels lot, 
Oppreſſors baſe . bloody, 
1 hope to ſee them at the laſt, 
Hung on a gallows ſturdy. 
Bleſt 5 he of worth and ſenſe, 
And never high in ſtation, -'- 5 - 
That bravely ſtands in the — 1110 
Of conlanee, Kangrand im 1 397 
ö woods mod 2167 32 
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But raiſe them above poverty: 
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GLAVUD. 


That us me glad indeed but do not lie— 
Tell o'er your news again, and all the de'els defy. 
And ſaw you Hab? ell, what did Halbert fay | 
They have really been a dreary time away. 

Now God be thank'd that our Lord's come home, 
And his eſtate ſo juſtly can he clam, 


DYMON. 
They that oppreſs'd us, yea in every vein, 
Like greedy bears, no more dare do't again, 
And n Sir William ſhall enjoy his own. 


GLAY D. | 
And may he long, for ever did he ſtrive 
Inſtead of wiling rents, wiſh'd us to thrive ; ; 


Nor grumbled if any one grew rich; he's none of 
thoſe 


To raiſe our rents, if we wore Sunday's clothes. 


SYMON. 


Nor would he long, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air 
Allow our grey-hair'd noddles to be bare. 
« Put on your bonnet, Symon—take a ſeat— 
4 Hows all at home ?—Hows Elſpa? How does 
Kate ? 


* 1 ſells black cattle ?—what gives wool this 


2 _ year? oy 


n would * aſk, and anſwers hear. 


SN G. 


The lord who in riches and honour 
Would thrive, ſhould ever be kindly and free, 
Nor rack his poor tenants that labour, 


we 


? 


T8 1 


Elſe, like the pack-horſe- that's unfother'd, 

And barden'd will tumble down faint ; 

Thus virtue, by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And oppreſſors they oft want their rent. 


GLAUD, 


Then would he bid the butler bring 
The nappy bottle, and the 1 clean; 
Which in our breaſt did raiſe a chearful glome, 
As made me many a time go dancing home. 
My heart's quite rais'd, dear neighbour will ye ſtay 
d take your dinner here with me to day ; 
We'll ſend for Elſpa too—and upon ſight, 
I'll whiſtle Pate and Roger from the height; 
I'll yoke my fled, and ſend to the next town, 
and bring a draft of ale both ſtout and brown ; 
2 make our cottars all, man, wife, and child, 


Drink till they looſe their way, and dance like wild. 


SYMON. 

I would not baulk, my friend, this good deſign, 
If that it had not firſt of all been mine; 
For yeſterday I brew'd a bowl of malt, 
And likewiſe ſlew two wethers prime and fat; 
A buſhel of good cakes my Elipa bak'd, 
A good large ham that has been finely reck'd; 
I ſaw myſelf, ere I come o'er the = 
Our largeſt pot, that ſcalds the whey put on; 
One ſheep we'll boil—likewiſe another roaſt, 
And on the puddings Elſpa ſpares no coſt ; 
The fuer ſmally ſfired, and ſhe can mix full nice, 
The good ingredients, with a little ſpice: 
The tripes are fat—the heads and feet are clean, 


And we've invited neighbours all, both high and 
mean 
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To f coll chis afternoon/ with mirth and glee, - 

And N Sir Williant's' welcome home oſt. 
chearfully.' 

You mum ndt when veſaſbitor] join the reſt; - 

Since you're my neareſt friend that I like beſt. 


Bring with you all yout family, and then, 1 
N er TIE Nw n wal "ou n 
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ig Tet: Ce Nel u 74 


T bar 8 Adee old boy, — never er, 
Aut at your banquet T will rſt appear; "$09. 
Faith we puſh about the jorum and loo bald, 
Till we forget that we are falld or od g- 
Old fd I = troth I'm younger by a core, 11 
With this good news than what 1 was — 0 
TI dance till night . N "come IND, 
77 17 ne * 


Eames 


„ Lo eee 
The man 's: ; gone. mad ! dear Symon v welcome 
What wobld ye Glaud, With all this haſte and noiſe, 


You ſpoilt TY ſpinning, all our work deſtroys. 


D Tas W 
Spin Snuff 80 break your wheel—ſer- it on 
A | 
ikewiſe the largeſt pear ack, it is my defire ; 
Then dance about the ponßte ill y ou die, 
e of 5 you? will Sir William ipy ! W 
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eee 


Glad news indeed and who has told you that? 
GLAUD. 
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What's * —_ as 
Look but thewhiteſt 


My ſtockings white, and — are des: 12 1 
Then from the waſhing eall the children home, 
And make themſelves as neat as they-ean come 5 
Make them moſt neat and itn TEES ae 
For we are w. at OR 260u9;” OA 
Ii 8 21; LL LH ” 2 1a k 2 
(2 1K 4! n | 1115 5 22 0 ts % 2 
Do honeſt mage 'Glaud- 0 Tu o, ey 
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In hell's ſad region I bad better bern. U cif 
To die for — or Peggy ne er had ſcen: 2 ESA 
A Peggys ſweeter than dhe dawn. of d 
More fragrant than finellof:new-ragwnhay, * 


More chearful than the lanabs that friſi 2 en * 

Straighter than pine that's in the fureſt ſeenn 

Her eyes the cleareſt of all things excel, 

Lily's muſt bluſtyif incher;boſam dwelt; 

Her mouth, her ſhape, her make, her eyes, 

Will be my death love I camt diſguiſe. 

Patie loves her, hard ck, and ſhe Joves Fre, 

Diſmal the ſtory that I could relate ; * 

Vows I have made, will cauſe a deal of ſcorn, 

And make me*dread the hour I was born ; E 
7 


— 


-- 
— 


— vemos rm, 
— 


7 % PF 2 


- og) 
rr 


— 


—— — 
— — 
. 


e 
n — 2 = — — — * 


rr ⁵˙ m] . . e ] ¾ . ᷑ Tt Lo 


4 " 
14 
1 
1 
bs 
a * 
if + 
74 = 7 
1 5 
= : 
27 4 
\ : 
1 1 
pF : 
A , 


E 36 I 


My mind I'd ſpeak, but dare not be fo free, 
Leſt one and all | ould prove my enemy : 


*T is hard to bare I'll try ſome witchcraft art, 
Through of the one, then gain the other's heart; 


In this ſad houſe there lives a witch call'd Mauſe, 
Can caſt her ſpells, and tell the witchcraft laws; 
She can with clouds the moon o'er caſt, 

And make the devils obedient to her taſk ; 

At midnight hour ſhe o'er the church yard raves, 


And pulls unchriſtened children from their graves, 
Within a wizard's ſKkull their liver boils, | 
And round the hemlock fire ghoſts ſhe toils ; 


And ſeven times does her prayers backwards ſay, 
Till deyils come with lumps of Lapland clay, 


Mix'd with the venom of black toads and ſnakes ; 


Of this, ill- looking figures oft ſhe makes 
Of any one ſhe hates—nay' cauſe expire 
With ſlow and torturing pains before the fire; 
Stuck full of pins, the dev'liſh pictures dry, 
Till thoſe they repreſent do pine and die. 
Yonder ſhe fits, and very well doth. _ 


When one like me would to the devil 


Her, and her cat, are both together ſet, 


The very thought doth put me in a ſweat ; 
Afraid I am to tell my diſmal tale, 


But I muſt do't, though in the attempt TI fail. 
With love and devils I'm oblig'd to ſtrive, 


Falt gallop they that him and women drive. 


SCE NE. MI. 
Mauss either fings or ſpeaks, 


The King's come home, and Peggy ſhall enjoy 
Her right to fortune and her darling voy ; 


1 


os. 
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Exit, 


- No 
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No more the cows or ewes you milk, 
But change your bome-ſpun gray for filk ; : 
From plaiding fluff to filken gown, 25 
You'll be the lady of this town, 

Now Peggy fince the King's come. 


1 


Enter Bau Lo x. 


BAU LD. 


I'm glad to ſee my mother look ſo well; 
11 Three ſcore and ten, I think I've heard you tell. 


Musk. 


With little noiſe my wheel about doth run, 
And warm my aged limbs before the ſun; + 
What brings you here ſo early in the morn 
1 No dung to drive to threſh no corn ? 


BAU LD. 


Plenty of both, but ſomething I would aſk, 
Of things myſterious, far above my taſk. 


"py Mavussr. 0 
| — Aſk help of me, who is by poverty and age 
| | Brought to the wants of life's laſt ſtage. a 


BAU LD. 


f Ah, but you've better ſenſe than we can claim, 
Or all the pariſh ſure have loſt their aim. 


Maus x. 
Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſs d, 
That rates my character above the reſt? | 


E BavLDY, 


A 


+ © 
BAUL Dx. 


The word that's ſaid you are ſo wiſe and clever, 
You'll take it Ill, ſhould I the truth diſcover. 


Maus r. 
What's ſaid of me, pray Bauldy, let me hear, 


Tell what you know, you have no cauſe to fear. 
cg \ 


BAULDY. 
Well, fince you bid me, 1 will let you hear, 


What folks ſay of you far and near; 


When laſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 
And torrents ſkim'd away my mother's yarn, 
When my fat cow was ſtruck both blind and lame, 
And Tibby churn'd, and there no butter came; 
When Betty Freetocks plump and lively child, 
To a fairy turn'd, and all her hopes beguil'd; 
When Walter wander'd one night thro' the mead, 
He loſt himſelf, and was moſt ſore afraid; 
When Mongo's mare ſtood ſtill, and ſweat with 
frieht, AP 0 
When he brought home the mid wife in the night; 
My bald-fac'd horſe fell dead upon the green, 
And Sarah's head-dreſs never more was ſeen ; 
You Gammer got the fault of all thoſe things, 
And name of witch thro' all the pariſh rings. * 
And ſo they may that wiſh to hurt your fame, 
But with reſpect I'll ever ſpeak your name; 
When next at mill I will your humour pleaſe, 


And fend ſome oatmeal and a peck of peaſe. 


Mavusse,. 


I thank you boy !—now tell me what you'd have, 
And if I can I will aſſiſtance give. | 


BauLDY. 


L 39 1 


BAULD Y. 
Then I'm in love with Peggy ;-—Neps in * 


with me— 
Peggy love's Pate—and Pate is fond of ſhe; 


I — ſweet Peg but Neps I dare not ſee: | 
Now change the ſcene, you KT make me happier— 


Conyey his love to Neps—Peggy's to me transfer, 


Maus. 
I'll try my art to make the bowls roll right, 
So get you home, and come again at night; 


Againſt that time I will ſome things prepare, 
Worth all the meal and peaſe that you can ſpare. 


BAU LD. 

Well, Mauſe, I'll come, if I the road can find, 
But if you raiſe the devil he'll raiſe the wind, 
Send rain and thunder which will make me ſtray, 
And night ſo dark, I cannot find my way. 
This night our friend, good Symon, gives a feaſt, 
Come like @ ghoſt, "will be a noble Jeſt ; 
And by that means you can our actions try, 
There's none ſhall know it there but you and TI, 


Maus, 


Perhaps I may—tell no one what has paſt, 
Or you may dread my vengeance at the laſt, 


BAL D v. 
If &er your ſecrets, Mauſe, I ſhould advance, 
May you ride on me eyery night to France. 


[ Exit. Bauldy. 


Maus ſolus, 
Hard luck, indeed, when poverty and age, 


Grows out of faſhion on this worldly ſtage. 
E 2 Some 
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Some ſenſe I have, and cauſe I am not rich, 

J get the hateful name of wrinkled witch. 

This fool imagines, as do many more, 

'That I am one that doth the de'el adore, 

Becauſe by education I was taught 

To ſpeak and act above their common thought, 
Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear; 

Soon ſhall they know what brought, what keeps 

me here. | 
None knows but me, and by the morning riſe 


I'Il tell them things ſhall ſtone them with ſurprize. 


| \ 
SCENE TV. 
PATE and PEGGY. 
PzGGYyY. . 


Dear Patie let me go, I muſt not ſtay, 
We're both call'd home, and Jenny's gone away, 
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: Parti. 
I cannot part ſo ſoon, now we're alone, 
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f And Roger he's away with Jenny gone ; 
#3 They're as well pleas'd, and certainly more free, a; 
| 't In being alone themſelves, I think as we, 

1 On this ſoft bank, which beauteous flowers 


crown, 

And near the chryſtal ſtream we'll ſet us down, 
Enjoy the warbling notes of lark and thruſh, 
See gentle zephyrs move each tender buſh. 


 Pxcer. 
The ſcented meadows, birds, and healthy Rreeze, 
For what I know may more than Peggy pleaſe. 
| . 


L 41 J 


PAT T . | 

You wrong me much to doubt my want of love, 
My mind is fix d, nor ſhall it ever rove; 
I ne'er can fancy one ſo ſweet or fair 
As my dear Meg—or worthy of my care, 
Your breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt flowers, 
Your neck and breaſt outvie delicious bowers, 
Your words excel the moſt delightful notes, 
That warble from the lark or thruſh's throats ; 
For you deſpiſe each flower that decks the field, 
Or ripeſt fruits our fertile mountains yield; 
The moſt delicious that e er grew on tree, 


Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee. 


| = 77.7 
But Patrick for ſome wicked end may flegch, 
And lambs ſhould tremble when the foxes preach. 
I dare not ſtay, on me you make yaur game, 
The next you meet you'll tell her all the ſame, 
—_ your thaughts from me, then I'm ta 
blame, 


PATIE. 


Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, 
And wrong the child that's ſmiling on her lap, 
The ſun ſhall ſtop its courſe—the moon to change 

ſhall ceaſe, 
The birds to fly, or ſheep to yield their fleece, 
Before my love-ſhould ever from you rove, 


Or do you ill, I ſwear by all above. 


PzGGyY. | 
Then keep your oath, but many. men will ſwear, 
And be forſworn to two in half a year; 
Though 
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Though I believe you like me wond'rous well, 
But if a fairer face your heart ſhould ſteal, 
Your Peg forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
How ſhe admir'd was by faithleſs Pate. 

kg 


PATTIE, 

Fm fure I cannot change, you need not fear; 
Tho we're but young, I've lov d you many a year, 
When you could ſcarcely ſpeak or walk alone, 

J mind it well I took you from the throng, 

And oft with tender care did lead you by the hand, 
Where tanſey grew, and ſtraighted ruſhes ſtand, 
You ſmiling by my fide, I took delight 


Io pull the ruſhes green with roots ſo white; 
As well as my young fancy taught, I did prepare 


The flow'ry belt, and garland for your hair. 


PE OGG. 


When firſt you went with ſnepherds to the hill, 
And. I to milk the ewes firſt try'd my ſkill, 
To bear the milk pails was no toil to me, 
When at the fold at night I met with thee, 


3 
When corns grew yellow and the blue bottle 
Bloom'd lovely on each rig and riſing hill, 
No hedge, no trees, or furze e er troubled me, 
If I could find blueberries ripe for thee, 


PEGGY. 

When you did wreſtle, run, or put the ſtone, 
My heart was joyful when the day you won ; 
At all thoſe ſports thou ſtill gave joy to me, 
For none can wreſtle, run, or put with thee. 


PATIE. 


41 


ri. 

Jenny ſings ſoftly the broom of cowdenknows, 
And Roy's ſtrain, the milking of the ewes; 
There's none like Nancy, Jenny Nettle lings. 
At times in Moggy Lauder Mary rings. 

But when my Peggy ſings with ſweeter ſkill, 
The Boatman, or the Laſs of Patie's Mill, 

It is a thouſand times more ſweet to me; 

Tho' they ſing well, they cannot ſing like thee, 


Pzccy. 

How little can girls know what they deſire, 
And rous'd by them we love, blows up the fire, 
But who loves beſt, let time and carriage try, 
Be conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy ; 

Be ſtill as now, and all my cares ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. 


As the Song introduced in the original in this place 
is never ſung, and the words are the ſame as 


above, it was thought needleſs to inſert them 
here. 


4171. 

Wer't thou a ſilly fool, juſt like the reſt, 
How little better than our cows behave at beſt; 
At nought they'll wonder, ſenſeleſs tales believe, . 
Be glad for filly flights, for trifles grieve. 

Such ne'er could win my heart, that no not᷑ ow 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 

But you in better ſenſe, I know full well, 

In mind and beauty can them all excel ; 

Continue kind, and all my cares ſhall be, 

How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. 


Prooy. | 
Agreed !—But hearken, that's old aunty's cry; 
oY know they'll wonder what can make us ſtay. - 


PaTI1E. 
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— 


2 * 
— 


134 J 


PATIE. 


. And let them wonder. — Now a kindly kiſs, 
Or threeſcore good ones would not be amiſs, 
And then we'll ſing the ſong with tuneful glee, 
That I made up laſt week on you and me, 


/ 
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PEGGY. 


j ; a 
1 Sing firſt than claim your hire. 
{0 | PATTIE. 


LE * — Well, I agree, 
S ON .. 


; PATIE. 


By the delicious warmneſs of your mouth, 
And rolling eyes, that ſmiling tell the truth, 
I gueſs, my ſweet one, that as well as I, 
.You're made for love, then why ſhould you deny? 


PECGY. 
But know ye lad if we confeſs too ſoon, 


The maiden that o'er quickly loſes power, 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte both hard and ſour. 


1 | b PaTtſe. 
1 But if they hang o'er long upon the tree, 
__ Their ſweetneſs they may looſe, and ſo may ye, 


In bloom of youth completely you appear, 
I've begg'd and ſigh'd and woo'd almoſt a year. 


4.0 PE OG O v, ſinging, falls into Patie's Arms. 


0 1 Then do not pull me, gently thus I fall 
& Into my Patie's arms for good and all, 
| Confine 


— 


You think us cheap, and then the wooings done, 


[ 45 ] | 
Colour wike ud ihn e 
Until by Hymen's laws we are made faſt. 


PAT TIE, with his arm round ber waiſt. 
O charming armful hence ye cares away, 
I'll kiſs my treaſure all the live-long day, 
All night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day comes that you will be my own. 


| . Fung by both. | 
| Sun gallop down the weſtern ſkies, Q 
Go ſoon to bed and early rife, 

| O laſh your ſteeds, poſt tune away, 
And haſte about our bridal day, 

And if you're wearied, honeſt light, 

Sleep if you like a week that night. 

Exeunt. 


End of the Second AP. 


3 III. 


I. 
INTRODUCTION. 


Now turn your eyes beyond that f ſpreading lime, 
And ſee a man whoſe beard ſeems bleech'd with time; 
A ſhort ſtick fills his hand, oe habit mean; 

No doubt you'll think he has a pedlar been : 
But huſh, it is the knight in maſquerade, 

To ſee what progreſs his dear youth has made ; 
Obſerve how pleas'd the loyal ſufferer moves, 
Thro' his old avenue and once delighted groves, 


Sir WiLLIAM, ſolus. 


The gentleman thus hid in low diſguiſe, 
I'll for a ſpace unknown delight mine eyes 
With a full view of every fertile plain, 
Which once I loſt, which now are mine again ; 
Yet, midſt my joys, ſome proſpects pain renew, 
While I my once fair ſeat in ruin view. 
Yonder—Ah me! it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a roof;—the gates fallen from their bands, 
The windows all broke down; no chimnies left, 
The naked walls of tapeſtry all bereft ; ; 
My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls, 
That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : * 
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My gardens once adorn'd, the moſt complete, 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweer, 
Where round the figur'd green and feeble walks, 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their ſtalks, 
But over-grown with nettles, docks, and bfier, 
No hyacinths or ſweet-briers here appear; 
Thoſe once ample walls are now to ruin fell, 
Which peach and nect'rine branches held full well, 
And baſk'd in rays, which early did produce, 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in their uſe. 
All round in gaps the walls in rubbiſh lie, | 
And from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 

Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair'd, and now my joy 
Forbids all grief, when I may ſee my boy, 
My only prop, and object of my care, | 
Since heaven too ſoon call'd home his mother fair. 
Yet 'ere the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 
I ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 
And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 
Till 8 ould ſee what changing time brought 

orth. 

Hid from hirmſelf he ſtarts up by the dawn, 
And ranges careleſs o'er the bil and lawn, 
After his fleecy charge ſerenely gay, IW 4 
With other ſhepherds whiſtles o'er rhe day. 
Thrice happy life that's from ambition free 
Remov'd from crowns and courts, how chearfully 
A quiet contented mortal ſpends his time, | 
In hearty health, his ſoul unſtain'd with crime. 


S + as . Mk 


Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn, 
He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blown ; 
And ranges o'er the hill and lawn, 


After his bleeting flocks : 


Healthful 
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Healthful and innocently gay, | 

He chants and whiſtles out the day; . 

Untaught to ſmile and then betray, F 
Like courtly weathercocks. 

Life happy, from ambition free, 

Envy and vile hypocriſy, | 

Where truth and love with joy agree, 
Unſullied with a crime. | 

Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 

In propping of their pride and ſtate ; 

He lives and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


Sir WII IIA M. 
Now towards good Symon's houſe I'll bend my 
—_— | 
And ſee what makes yon merriment to day; 
All on the 1 in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthful tenants gaily play and ſing. N 
| FP Lxit. 


"NS I; 


| \ 
In TX0DUCTION. 


Tts Symon's houſe, pleaſe to walk in, 

And view it raund and round; 

Nothing ſuperfluous to give pain, 
Or coſtly to be found. 


Tet all is clean, and a clear fire 


Glances along the flour ; 

The green-horn ſpoon and wooden difp, 
On ſhelves plac'd near the door. 

F hile the young brood ſport on the green 
The old ones think it beſt, _ 


| With good brown beer their ſpirits cheer, 


Snuff, talk, and take their reſt. , 


* | : 
L 1] 
SYMon, GTA up, and EL SY ths: 


GLiaud. | 


We once were young, ourſelves I like to ſee . 
The children dance around with. other merrily. | 
* 'Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a clever youth, 
Nor better looks would wiſh to tell the truth. 
Among our youth he does them all excel, 
And far exceeds them when his tales he tell. 


e 


He has been a comfort to us both 1 own, . 
God make him good, and keep him as his own g + 
He is a youth worth all that we have done, 
And never gaye us trouble night or noon. 


GLiav: : 
1 With Peggy I am fure he is in love, 
£ 


And from love his mind will never rove, 
Nor will I ever his fond love diſprove; 
Handſome he is more ſo there cannot be, 
Nor better - thoꝰ not allied to me. 


* 


ST MON. 


iſs. Ah, Glaud I doubt that ne'er will be a match, 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch, 
And for ſome reaſans that III not declare, 
Sooner than tell I wiſh T buried were. 


GLAup. 


| bay” reaſon can yow have ?—There's none I'm 
ure, 
Unleſs that you may tell me he's but poor. 
But if the girl doth marry to m_—_ mind, 
ee | 
Fourſcore 


1 30 J 


Fourſcore of breeding ewes of my own mark, 
Five cows that fill a churn, take from the ark, 
And give to Peggy, when ſhe's a bride I ſwear, 
And as much more, if I have it to ſpare ; 

Ten lambs at weaning time as long as I live, 
And two ſhe calves I'll yearly to them give. 


ELS pA. 


You offer fair, kind Glaud, but you don't know 
What would be thought improper I ſhould ſhew. 


| SY MON. 
Ere this day ſe nnight you will * ſee, 
About this matter we cannot agree. 


GLavD. 
We'll no more of it—take the other drink 


To their good healths—and no more of it think. 
| their healths are drank. 


SYMON. 
But tell me, Glaud—by ſome I hear tis ſaid, 
Your niece is but a foundling, that was laid 
Within your houſe behind a ſcreen one morn in 
May, 
Moſt clean roll'd up, and bedded on dry hay, 


GLA b. 


That chattering Madge, my ſiſter, tells ſuch 
| hes 
When ſhe's il)-natur'd—but that 1 deſpiſe. 


Enter JENNY. 
JENNY. 


O father, there's an old man on the green, 
The beſt of fortune-tellers e er was ſeen, 


Obſerves 


Ra 


Obſerves our hands, and then pulls out a book, 
Turns o'er the leaves, and gives our brows a look, 
Then tells the oddeſt tales you ever heard, 

His head is grey and long and white his beard. 


STYMON. 


Go, bring him in—we'll hear what he can ſay; 
None ſhall go hungry by my. houle to day. 
Ks Exit. Jexvy. 
But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear 
He knows no more of that than my grey mare, 


' GLAUD. 


Of what they ſay I have the greateſt doubt, 
For greater liars never went about. 


IJ xx v, bringing in Sir William, 


SY MON. 
* You're welcome to my houſe, do pray ſit down. 


Sir WILLIAM. | 


I thank you, Sir, I muſt your goodneſs own. 


GLA up drinks. 
Here's t'ye friend, how far came you to day ? 


Sir WILLIAM. 
J pledge ye, neighbour, a very little way. 
Stiffen'd with age, a little ſpace ſeems length, 
Two miles or three doth maſter all my ſtrength. 


SYMON. 


Your'e welcome here, with me this night to live 
And take ſuch bed and board as we can give. 
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1 
Sir WILIA M. 


That's kind indeed; — now if ou children have 
That you like well, my art III — give, 


And thall employ the utmoſt of my {kill 


Io tell it faithfully, be it good or ill. 


R mY | 


Sy MON. 


Only that boy, no more we ever had, 
Either to make us ſorrowful or glad. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Young man, your hand I'd ſee.— 
What makes you ſneer? 


| PAT TE. | 
Becauſe your {kill's but little worth 1 fear. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


You ſpeak too ſoon, tho' ſecrets ſome would hide, 
I know there is a mouſe-mark on your ſide, © 


| ELBP A. 

And well T know what you have ſaid is true, 
Away, away, the devil's too free with you, 
Below his arm-pit 1s the mark you mean, 
Since he was born it ſcarcely e' er was ſeen. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


III tell you more, and what is my defire, 
In a ſhort time he'll be a rich young ſquire. 


ELS pA. | 
A fqu ire en my dear, what k you now 


SY MOR. . 
I do not know! — Strange old man, what art 


* 


1 2 thou? y 


E-- 3 


May good attend your heart, I like to hear of 
wealth, 


Come fill the glaſſes to youn ;*Squire's health. 
T 7 nt bis health. © 


— 


PII f. 
A Squire of two good pipes, 1 play with little 
ſkill, 
My crook, and dogs my tenants on the hill, 
Is all my great eſtate, and like to be, 
80 cunning man ne er break your Joke on me. 


£49 | $yutb's. 
Be ſilent, Patie, let him ſee your hand, 
Oft times a broken ſhip has come to land. 


Sir William looks à little at Patie's hand, then 
counterfeits falling into a trance. 


E IL. s P A. 
May God preſerve us l- 
The man's a wizard; or poſſeſs'd 


With ſomething ll ; or ſecond ſight at leaſt— 
Where is he now ? 


1 1 
=———— He's ſeeing all that's done 
In every place beneath and *bove the moon. 


E Ls pA. | 
" Theſe ſecond-ſighted people are poſſeſs'd - 
Of things myſterious, which I can't expreſs ; 
And can of future things as plainly ſee | 
As I do you, or you do me ;— 
Aſk how on we'll ſee Sir William—hwſh | I'm 
| very lad 

He ſpeaks out broken words like one that's mad. 
(3 SYMON 


mi 


SYMON. 
He'll ſoon grow better; run with W 
And bring a glass of onda hi 's In need, 


Sir WI1LLtaM.7i/ſes and ſpeaks, 


A knight that for a lion fought, 
Againſt a herd of bears, 
Was to long toil and trouble brought, 
In which ſome thouſands ſhare : 
But now again the lion rears, 
And joy ſpreads o'er the plain; 
The lion has defeat the bears, = 
The knight returns-again. my 


That knight in a few days ſhall "TER 
A ſhepherd from the fold, 

And ſhall preſent him to his king, 
A fie true and bold : 

He Mr. Patrick ſhall be call'd, 5 \ 
All you that hear me now ß, 
May well believe what I have told, 

For it ſhall happen true, 


SY MON, 


Friend, may Lo propheſy prove good and well, 
But faith I think you bargain'd with the devil.” iÞ > 
You tell ſome ik that 1 wol ſecrets ma, | 
Pray do you get them told you in your 1 70 


Sir WILLIAM. 

Which way I get them you need not regard, 
Nor do I now tell fortunes for reward, 
But I'll lay ten to one with ee 
What I have — will 3 


'Sy MON, 


11 


| SYMON., 
Tou propheſying folks pretend to kn, 

What I would tell, but ne er ſhall tell it you; 

The winding meaning of your uncouth tale, 


Will ſoon be heard o'er moor and dale. 


"GLAUD, 

Its no ſmall fport that Symon doth believe 
And takes for granted what this old man fays : 
Of lies he'll tell, which he applies to Pate, 
The truth of which we wiſh at any rate. 


Sir WII LIAM. 
Stop, doubtful man, for ere the ſun, 


Its glorious travels twice has run, c 
What I have ſaid you ſhall fee done. 


GLAUD. 
Well, be it fo friend ſhall ſay no more.— 


But I've two pretty laſſes young and fair, 
In bloom of youth—I with you could foreſee 
Such fortunes for them would prove joy ta me, 


Sir WILLIAM. 
No mare thro? ſecrets can I fpy, 
Till darkneſs blackens all the ſky. 
But once a day this gift is given me, 
So for a while my friend contented be. 


SY MOV. | 
 Elfpa, put on the cloth, bring here ſome meat. 
And of our beſt make this old ſtranger eat. 


Sir WILLIAM. 
Delay a while your hoſpitable care, 
I'd rather enjoy this ev'ning calm and fair, 
! G 2 Around 
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Around that ruin'd tower to take a walk, 


With you, kind friend, to have ſome private talk. 


SY o. 


Soon as you pleaſe I'll anſwer your requeſt; 
And Glaud you'll take your pipe beſide the reſt : 
We'll but go round the hall, and ſoon return, 
Then fup and drink, and may ſome ſtories learn. 


GLavp. 
I'll out a while and fee the young ones play, 
My heart s ſtill light, altho my locks are grey. 


En. 
SCENE III. 7 
» INTRODUCTION. 
Fenny pretends an errand bone. 
Yo oung Roger leaves the reſt, as SF 


To w 2 out. his melting flame, 

thaw his lover's breaſt. 
Biking a buſh they meet obſcure from fight, 
See Jenny laugh, and Roger cry for ſpite. 


ROG ER and JENNY. 


ROGER. 
Dear Jenny, would you let me once but ſpeak, 
And = I fear your ſcorn, ſhould I an error r make, 


IE NN. 
And what would Roger ſay —1 d wiſh'd to 
know the taſk, 


Am 1 oblig d to gurl what you. would aſk ? 


RoGER, 


(91 


ROGER. 


Yes you may gueſs right well without diſguiſe, 
Both by my ſervice, ſighs, and longing eyes; 
1 muſt tell you truth, although I riſk your 
corn, 

You're never from my thoughts both &en and 
morn : 5 

Oh could I love you leſs, I'd happier be, 

But happier far could you but fancy me. 


JIENN v. 


And who knows honeſt Roger but I may, 
You cannot ſay I ever ſaid you nay. 


ROGER. 


Alas ! my frighted heart begins to fail, 
1 When I attempt to tell my inmoſt tale, 
N For fear ſome tighter lad more rich than I, 
Has won your love, and near your heart may lie. 


© Jzxnxy. | 
I love my father, couſin Meg I love, 
But to this day no man my mind could move; 
Except my kin each lad's alike to me, 
(|: And from you all I beſt had keep me free. 


RoGER. 

How long, dear Jenny ? ſay not that again ; - 
What pleaſure can you take in giving pain: 
I'm glad however that you yet are free, 

Who knows but you may love and pity me. 


** JIIENV XY. 
You have my pity but hard is our lot, 


In that which makes our ſweetneſs ſoon forgot; 
| You'll 
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You'll ſay we're bonny good in every thing 
How ſweet we breathe whene'er we kiſs or ſing ! 
But we're no ſooner fools to give conſent, 

Than we our folly and loſt power repent; 
Within the houſe oblig'd to drudge at home, 
While you at liberty can freely roam. 


| ROGER, | 
Theſe things might happen, were you ſold at 
fair, 
That we might chuſe a wife as dealers would a 
mare; | 
Or when dull parents doth together bind 
Children of tempers that can ne'er prove kind; 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Though you ſhould ſcorn, I'll ſtill delight in thee, 


JENNY. 


What ſugar'd words from lover's lips can fall, 
But ſnarling marriage comes and ends them all. 
I've ſeen with ſhining ſun the morning riſe, 

Too ſoon the fleeting clouds dark all the ſkies. 
At times I've ſeen the ſilver ſpring run clear, 
And ſoon in moſly pebbles diſappear ; 

The bridegroom may rejoice the bride may ſmile, 
But ſoon contentions all their joys beguile. 


1 ROGER. | | | 
I've ſeen the morning riſe with faireſt light, 
The day unclouded ſunk in calmeſt night; 
And ſeen the ſpring run er, through the plain, 
Join and increaſe the ocean without ſtain ; 
The bridegroom may be glad, the bride may ſmile, 
Reoice thro' life and every fear beguile. 


JENNY, 


. 59 J 


I xEN xx. N 
+ Were I but ſure you long would love maintain, 
The feweft words my eaſy heart would gain; 
For I muſt own ſince you're become ſo free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company; 
And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
That made you dearer to me then the reſt, 


nd 64, EDT 
I ami happy now !—o'er happy -I can ſcarcely 
breathe ! | 

This ſudden pleaſure's like to be my death 
Come to my arms, believe me I'm all fir'd 
With anxious love, let's kiſs till we be tir'd. 
Kiſs, kiſs !-—we'l kiſs the fun and ſtars away, 
And wonder at the quick return of day. 
O Jenny, let my arms about thee twine, 


And preſs thy lovely breaſt and lips to mine: 
"2870 Ii "7" 


. 

Where I aſſur'd you'd conſtant prove, 
Fou ſhould no more complain; 
The eaſy maid o ergone in love, 

Few words will quickly gain. 


For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine, 

Has long affection felt for thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine. 


11 ROGER. 
I'm happy now! Oh let my hand 
Upon thy breaſt recline; 
The pleaſure ftrikes me nearly dead; 
Is Jenny now ſo kind? 
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O let me preſs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine wo 

Delightful thought !—we'll never part 
Come preſs your lips to mine. 


JEX VNv. 


With equal joy my yielding heart gives way, 
To own your conſtant love has won the day ; 


Now by theſe ſweeteſt kiſſes you have ta'en, 


Swear thus to love me when. by vows made one, 


RO G E R. 
I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 


Or may the firſt one ſtrike me deaf and dumb ; ; 


There ſhall not be a kinder belov'd wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life. 


-S 01 N G. 


rr.“ 
Well, I agree, you're ſure of me: 
Next to my father go, 
Make him content to give conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you no. 
For you know what he would be at, 
And will commend you well, 
Since parents old think love grows cold 
If children want their meal. 


Should he deny I do not care, 
He'd contradict in vain ; | 
Though all my kin ſhould ſwear and rave, 
No other would I have. 
Then never range, nor learn to change, 
Like thoſe in high degree; TRY 
And if you prove Faithful in love, e 


Tcu Il find no fault in me. hs 


1 


8 „„ 
Within my folds are thirty oxen bred, 

As many young ones in my byers are fed; * - 
Five packs of wool I can at Lammas ſell, 
Shorn from my bob-tail'd wethers on the hill; 
Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, 
That with much care my thrifty mother made; 
All things that make a heartfome houſe look tight 
Was all her care, my father's great delight. 
They left me all—which now gives joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give all my dear to thee. 

If I had fifty times as much, I here declare, 
None but my Jenny ſnould ever of it ſhare: 
My love and all is yours, now keep them faſt, 
And guide them as you wiſth' to make them laſt. 


1 Jenny. 
I'll do my-beſt—but ſee who comes this way, 
Patie and Meg—beſides I muſt not ſtay. 
Let's part from other now, and meet next morn, 
Should we be ſeen we'll get 4 deal of ſcorn. 
RO O ER. 


To where the willows ſhade the fiſhy pool, 
I'll from the hill come down when day grows cool: 
Keep your appointment, and there let us. meet, 
To kiſs and tell our loves—there's nought ſo ſweet, 


I "C8 IV; 


4 * ” 4 . * 8 = | V3.4 
Sir WiLLIAM and SYMON. 


INTRODUCTION. 
Within a gallery of this place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim, 
Nor has the Baron ſhewn his face, 
But joking wit. bis ſhepherd true 
Oft aſks the way full well be knew. 
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.- Wiki am 3 
To whom belongs this houſe, ſo much decay'd? 


SEMON. 


To one that loſt it lending gen'rous aid 
To bear the head up, when rebellion's tail 


Againſt the laws of nature did prevail: 


Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 
Which fills us all with joy now he's come _ 


Sir William thaw his maſe and beard, 
Symon trunſported ſees 

The welcome knight with fond regard, 
And rape bim round the knees. 


Sy MON. 


My maſter — my dear maſter my blood doth 
warm,; 
To ſee tim healthy, ſtrong, and free from harm, 
Return'd to chear his longing tenants fight, - 
To bleſs his ſon my charge—the world's delight. 


| Sir WILLIAM. 
| Rife, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
A place your due—kind guardian of m boy; ; 
I come to view your care in this diſgu iſ, 
And am confirm'd thy conduct has =_ wiſe, 
Since {till the ſecret thow'ſ ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne'er to him his real birth reveal'd. 


4 


S YM ON, 


The due obedience to your ſtrift command 
Woas the firſt lock :—next my own 2 ſtand 
A baſhful ſorrow to the mind it 


On every youth, though they elend from kings. 
Sir 


[63 


And often vain and idly ſpend their time, 

Till grown unfit for action, 8 prime, 

Hang on their friends, which gives their ſouls a 
caſt, 

And makes them downright beggars at the laſt, 


SY MON, | 

Il Will believe, Sir, you have ſpoken true, g 
For there's Squire Kyties' ſon that's lov'd by few, 

And what is worſe, I bluſh to tell ye, 
His father ſpent his fortune on his belly; - - 
Loft to himſelf, his fortune, and his fame, 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name ; 
Who ſaunters up and down from place to place, 
As free of manners as of ſenſe and grace, 
Oppreſſing all as puniſhment for their ſin, 
7 he are within his tenth degree of kin ; 
Runs in each trader's debt who's ſo unjuſt 
To his own family as give him truſt. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


Such uſeleſs branches of the commonwealth, 
Should be lopp'd off, to give a ſtate more health, 
Unworthy bare reflef&tion.—Symon, run 

O'er all your obſervations on my ſon ; 
A parent's love can eaſy find excuſe, 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe, 


| 9 SYMO RM. 
To ſpeak his praiſe, the longeſt ſummer day 
Would be too ſhort; could I them right diſplay. 
In words and deeds, by all muſt be confeſt, 
In every point he far excels the reſt; | 
And when there's any quarrel or conteſt, 
Patrick's made Juen to tell whoſe cauſe is 2 
$3 | H 2 
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With this, he fays, on hills I chat with kings. 
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And his decree ſtands good ; he'll make it ſtand, 
Who dares to grumble finds his correcting, hand; 
With a firm look, and a commanding way, | 
He makes the proudeſt of our herds obey. 


Sir WILLIAM. iacr: Sarghl 
Your tale much pleaſes ;—my good friend pro- 
ceed, | | 
What learning has he ?—can he write or read? 


| SY MON. 

Both wond'rous well, for truth I was not ſparing 
To give him at the ſchool enough of learning; - 
And he delights in books, he reads and ſpeaks, 
With _ that know them Latin words and 

Greeks. 8. 5 


Sir WILLIAM. | 


Where gets he books to read, and of what kind ? 
Tho' ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 


| SYMON, 8 
Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh port, 
He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſongs, and ſport; 
Plenty of thoſe he has at his on wil „ -. 
And in his pocket takes them to the hill; 
About one Shakeſpeare, and a famous Ben, 


Of them he often ſpeaks, and calls them beſt of 


men : © MEAT 
How ſweetly Hawthenden and Sterling ſing, 
And one call'd Cowley—loyal to the king, 
He knows full well, and makes their verſes ring. 
I ſometimes thought he made o'er- great a phraſe, 
About, ſome poems, hiſtories, 'and plays; 
When I reprov'd him once, a book he brings, 


Sir 


ES 
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Sir WILLIAM. | 

He anſwer'd well; and much it glads my ear, 

When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear ; 

Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
Above a lord's, that is not thus inclin'd, 


SY MON. 


What know we better that ſo ſeldom look, 
Except on rainy Sunday's on a book, 
When we a leaf or two half read, half ſpell, 


Till all the reſt ſleep round, and not one word could 


tell. 
Sir WILLIAM. | . 
Well jeſted, Symon, —but one queſtion more 


I'll only aſk you now, and then, give o er. 


The. youth's arriv d at age when little loves _ 
Flutter around young hearts like cooing doves: 


Has no young girl with neat inviting mein, 


And roſy cheeks, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his looks, and caught his youthful heart ? 


SY MON, - 


I fear the worſt, but know the ſmalleſt part. 
Of late I ſaw him frequently more ſweet 


| With Glaud's fair niece than I thought right or 


meet; Sj | 
I had my fears, but now have nought to fear, 


Since like yourſelf your ſon will ſoon appear; 


A gentleman enrich'd with all his charms, 


. 


May bleſs the beſt born ladies arms. 


Sir WII IL IAM. 
This night muſt end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire. 


Go, 
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Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 
None but yourſelt ſhall our firſt meeting ſee. 
Yonder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 
They come juſt at the time I gave command. 
Now in my own apparel I'll go dreſs, 

And you this ſecret may to all confeſs, 


With how much joy I on this errand fly! 
There's none can know it, Sir, but you and I. 
| [ Exit, Symon. 

| — m2 | 
Sir WILLIAM, folus. 

When the event of hope ſucceſsfully appears, 

One happy hour cancels the toil of years ; 

A thouſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 

And cares are vaniſh'd like a morning dream ; 

When wiſh'd-for pleaſures riſe, like morning light, 

The 0 that's paſt enhances the delight. 
J 


[Theſe joys 1 feel that words can ill expreſs, . 
J ne'er had known without my late diftreſs. 
But from his ruſtic buſineſs and his love, 

1 muſt in haſte my Patrick ſoon remove, c 


To courts and camps that may his ſoul improve. 


Like the rough di'mond, as it leaves the mine, 


Only in little breakings ſhews its light, 
Till artful poliſhing has made it ſhine ; 
Thus education makes the genius bright. 
0 a Exeuni. 


Eud of the Third AF. 
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Enter Mus E and Manor. 
00 MAD Ox. 8 
02 lord's come home, and owns young 
Pate his hei- —- 
Bs Mausr. 
That's news indeed 


MAp OE. 1 
—— As true as you ſtand there. 


| As they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 


Sir William like a warlock with a beard, - 
A foot in length and white as ſnow could fall, 
Among us came, cry'd, keep you. merry all. 

We wonder'd much at ſuch an uncouth look, 
While from his pocket he took out a book, 
As we ſtood round him gaping with furprize, 
He view'd us all, but fix'd on Pate his eyes; 

And lily ſaid our fortunes he could foreſhow, 
But money would not take from friend or foe. 


Mavsr. 
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Then ſure the girls and boys would never ſtandz 
But run about him and hold out their hand. 


MaDpss. 


1 faſt as fleas ſkip to the little wodl | 
About ſly Reynard's mouth when his belly's full ; 
When he to drown them and his hips to cool, 

In ſummer days ſlides backwards in a pool: 

In ſhort he did for Pate great things foretell, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpell ; 

At laſt when well diverted he withdrew, 

Pull'd off his beard to Symon—Symon knew 
His welcome maſter. 

Around the knees he claſp'd the father of his boy, 
Hung on his coat and freely wept for joy: 
Patrick was ſent for, happy youth 1s he!— iS 
Symon told Elſpa—Elfpa tõld it re. 
You'll hear of all this ſecret. ſtory ſoon, 
Indeed tis very ſtrange, when all is done; 
To hear how Symon never would unfold,” 
No, not ſo much as Pate himſelf he — 
Our a poor girl, alas, has loſt her love ! 


ee 


It may be ſo, and yet his mind may never rove. 
To change a love that's fix'd is a great pain, 
King's have made choice of queen's from off the 

plain, 
And what has been before may be again. 


M 4 8 . 


Such nonſenſe, love is fix d by fortunes that are 
good, 
Twen a herd's child and one of noble blood! 


Such 


[ 69 J 


Map Ox. 


Suck faſhions in king Bruce's days mi * be, 
But ſuch ſtrange wonders now we never ſee. 


Wiz 


If Pate forſakes her, Bauldy may ſucceed, 
Yonder he comes with joyous looks indeed— 
No doubt he thinks he's got the charming maid. . 


by 


He get her |—ſlavering fool, it ſets him well 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thou ght to till, 
If I were FIR I'd let young maſter ſee, 


Maus z. 


"You'd be as proud in making choice as he, 
And ſo would I, but filence—here he comes. 


—— 


Enter Bau l D, finging. 
Janny ſaid to Jockey, do not let this paſs, 


You ſhall be the lad and 1 will be the! 8 


You're a pretty youth, and I a girl quite free, 
Your welcomer to marry, than to let me be. 


BAULDY, 


1 think ſo too, girls will come in at laſt, 
'Tho' for a while they muſt their ſnow-balls caſt, 


MA us k. 
Well, Bauldy, how goes all things now ? 


BA UuUL D v. | 
& — F aith, very right, 
* hope well all ſleep ſound but one to night, 


I MAapce. 
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MAD GE. 


And who's the unlucky one if we may aſk 2? 


3 BAuL Dv. 
To find that out's a very eaſy taſk : 
Poor bonny Peggy, who muſt think no more 
On Pate, turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 
PR now, good Madge and honeſt Mauſe let's 
ee, 29045 
While Peg's in dumps, put in a word for me; 
I'll be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 
Leſs wilful, and more conſtant in my love. 


MAD Ox. 

As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 
Where many a time to her your heart was ſworn 
Fye, Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of love regard, 
What other girl believe a man- ſworn herd; 2 
The curſe of heaven hangs above the heads 
Of thoſe that guilty are of ſinful deeds : 

I'll not adviſe my niece to hear your love, 
And if I did, would not my advice approve. 


BavLdy. tt) 
Not advice from you !—man-ſworn !—you lie, 
old wife, 15 
Keep in your words, or I ſhall breed much ſtrife; 
Be careful what you ſay, or I'll make you ſtand, 
With bluſhing face before the holy band. 


BE MAD GE. 1 
You'll make me ſtand you filthy chattering fool! 
Speak that again, and trembling dread this tool“ 


* Ine has in her hand a rock or ſpindle, which ſhe has 
been ſpinning with h 2 | 


And 


UC. 1 


And ten ſharp nails that when they're faſten'd in, 
Can ſtrip the {kin of both your checks and chin. 


1 


I take you "Witneſs, Mauſe, you heard her ſay 
That I'm man-fworn—it ſhall not end that way. 


MaDpce. 
You're: witneſs too he call'd me pretty names; 


And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims. 
You filthy dog !{-— 


Flee to: tk hair like a fu Mane MOVES 
to part them. 


Mavuss. 
Let go your hold ;—fye Madge, fye, 
———— Bauldy yield, 
I 1 not wiſh this ſhould be known a field 
It's fo fooliſh like 


BAU L D v. 
Tis ſillier like to bear 
Affronts from one no better than an adder. 


Bauldy gets from her with a bloody noſe. 


MADE. 

Dare he preſume with his vile dirty tongue, 
To ſpeak of me whether I'm old or young, 
They're older yet than I have married been, 
And 'ere they died, their childrens children ſeen. 


Maus xk. 
That's true; and Bauldy you was far to blame, 


To call Madge ought but her own chriſtian name, | 
My ears, my noſe. and noddle, finds the ſame. 


Map GE. 


Old ill-natur'd wife indeed! dirty fellow ! — 
I ſhall old ye 
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Maus z. 


No more, no more—we'll yet be friends with ho- 
neſt Bauldy.— 


Come, come, ſhake hands; this muſt no farther go, 


Or muſt forgive him he's oppreſs d with woe. 


BAUVLDY. 


Indeed, now Madge, I have no ſpite at Mauſe, 
But ſhe abuſing firſt was all the cauſe 


Of what has happen'd ; and ſhould therefore crave 


My pardon firſt, and ſhall n * \ 


MA DGE. 
I crave e your pardon, gallows . — tis not meet, 
Go, cry, and own your fault to her you'd cheat ; ;- 
Go, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 


Till you perform to her as well as ſwear, 
Vow, and go back !—was e'er the like heard tell, 


Swift take him devil, he's o'er long out of hell, 


BAaUuLDY, running off. 
May God be with me, for ſure curſt is he, 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee. 


Exit Bauldy. 


MapoE, laughing. 
I've touzell'd him ſo we'll ne'er again agree, 
He'll never long to tell his love to me ; 
He's but a raſcal that would hint to ſerve 
A maiden ſo, he does but ill deſerve. 


Maus x. 
| You touzel'd him tightly, I commend you or't, 
His bloody ſnout 11 me no line ſport, 
For 


of 


3 


I'm ſure he'll keep his time, and I came here, 


While good Sir William is to reſt retir d, 


[ 73 1 


For this forenoon he was that free of grace 
And breeding both to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and ould not ſtand, 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand, 

) * n A 


MAD GE. 
A witch !—how had you patience this to bear, 
And leave him eyes to ſee or ears to hear ? 7 } 


Maus k. 

Old wither'd hands and feeble 3 joints like mine, 
Obliges folks reſentment to decline ; * 
Till oft” *tis ſeen, when vigour fails then I | 
With cunning can the want of ftrength ſupply; 
Thus J put off revenge till it was dark, 

Bid him come then and we would go to work ; 


To aſk your help that we the fool may fear. 


MAD OE. 

And ſpecial ſport we'll have as I —— 
You'll be the witch, and I ſhall play the ghoſt, 
A linen ſheet wrapt round me, like one dead, 
T'll chalk my face and grin and ſhake my head ; 
We'll fright him ſo that he ſhall never long 
A. conjuring to go, to do a maiden Wrong. 


M 6 USE: 2 . 

Then let's be gone, for ſee tis near hand night, 
The weſtern clouds ſnine red with ſetting light. 

Exeunt, 


S c EN E II. 


When birds began to nod upon the bough, 
And the green graſs grows damp with falling dew 


The gentle ſhepherd, tenderly inſpir d, | 
. R Walls 
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1 
Walks through the broom with Roger ever true, 
To meet to comfort Peg, and take a long adieu. 


C 


PAT IE and ROGER. 


n 


oh big: Im chearful and my heart's quite light, | 


Deed Mr. Patrick, all your thoughts are right, 
Sure gentlefolks are fairer ſeen than we, 

That nothing have to brag of pedigree; | 
My Jenny now who break my heart this morn, 
Is perfect Lee bee ee no more ſcorn. 
I ſpoke my mind —ſhe heard I ſpoke again— 


She ſmil'd—1 kiſs d—1 woo'd, nor woo 'din vain, 


A Tan... 


I'm 1 glad to hearit, but Oh, my change this day ! 
Sorrow and joy alternate on me play : 
I've found a father with every virtue bleſt, 
And an eſtate rears me above the reſt. 
With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt L 


He all the father to my foul expreſs'd, 


While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt. 

Such was the eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmil'd the mouth 
Of my lov'd mother, blefling of his youth ; 

Who ſet too, ſoon !—and while he praiſe beſtow'd, 
Down his graceful cheeks a torrent flow'd; 

My new-born Joys, and this his tender tale, 

Did mingled thus o er all my thoughts prevail, 
That ſpeechleſs long my late known fire J view'd, 
While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd, 
Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round 
While I myſelf with riſing raptures found, { 
The happy fon of one ſo much renown'd 

But he has heard !—too faithful Symon's fear 
Has brou Sat my love for Pegey to his ear. 


Which 


For now though I'm one of the gentry,” 


But till obedience is a parent's due: 


T x 1. 


Which he forbids— Ah! this confounds my peace, 
While thus to beat. my heart ſhall ſooner ceale, - 


Roozn. 


Ho- to vic indeed I'm at a ſtand, | 
But were't my caſe you'd clear it up off hand. 


| P ATI E. 
Duty and ſtricteſt reaſon pleads his u 


But what cares love for reaſon, rules, and laws ? s 
Still on my heart my Shepherdeſs excels, 
And part of * new I e 


8 O N G. 


Duty and part of reaſon, | 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's ſide, - 

Which love ſo ſuperior calls treaſon, 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd : 


My conſtancy falſhood repels, 
For change in my heart. has no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. 


e eee 


Enjoy them both—Sir William will be won 
Your Pegey 8 e re his Guy ſon. 


Wed. 


She's mine by vows and ſtronger ties of love, 
And from thoſe bonds no change my mind ſhall 


move; 


I'll wed none elſe, thro' life I will be true; 


Roos 
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ROGER. ML ei 
4s not our nite and yourſelf to ſtay | 


Among us here, or are you Boing away 
To London court or other far off parts, 
And 'þ leave your own poor us with broken hearts. 


PAT IE. 


To Edinburgh ſtrait to-morrow we advance, 
To London next, and afterwards to France, 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome time to learn to : 7 
And two or three other monkey- tricks like thoſe 

I come home ſtrutt ing in my red-heel ſhoes. 
Then its defign'd when I can well behave, 

That I muſt be ſome peeviſh thing's dull ſlave, 
For ſome few bags of caſh, that I know well 

I no more need than carts do a third wheel ; 

But Peggy dearer to me than my breath,  - - 
Sooner than hear ſuch news thall hear 58 death. 


N 
© They that bave juſt enough can ſoundly top, 
* What's over only. troubles folk to keep.— 
Good Mr. ne take your own ſtory back again, 


| "9 440 
What was my morning thoughts are Rill the ſame, 
The rich and poor but differ in the name; 
-Content's the greateſt bliſs we can procure - 
From heaven above - without it kings are poor. 


Roczn. 


1 an eſtate like yours can greater bleſſings 
yield, 
When we but pick it ſcantly | in the open field ; 
Fine clothes, ſoft beds, ſweet houſes and red wine, 


Good cheer and witty friends whene'er you dine, 


Obedient 


— 


FE x i 


Obedient ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe, 
Who's not content with thoſe are ill to pleaſe. 


ö PAT TIE. 
So Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs; 
But many a cloud hangs hov'ring o'er the bliſs: 
The paſſions rule the roaſt; and if they're ſour, 


Like the lean cow will ſoon the fat devour; 


The ſpleen, loſt honour, and affronted pride, 
Sting like the ſharpeſt ſword in gentry's fide. 
Fhe gout, the gravel, and the ill diſeaſe, 


Moſt frequent are with folks of too much at eaſe, 
While o'er the lawns the ſhepherd with leſs care, 


Enjoys his ſober wiſh and wholeſome air, 


ROGER. 


Lord, man, I wonder and it much delights 
My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights; 
How get you all this ſenſe, I fain would hear, 
That I might eaſier diſappointments bear? 


Part ns: 
From books, the choice of books I got ſome 
ſkill, | 
The beſt can teach what's real good and ill; 
Ne'er grudge each year to ſpare ſome ſtones of 
cheeſe, 


To gain theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. 


ROGER. . 


Il dot, and you ſhall tell me which to chooſe; 
Faith I'Il have books, if I ſhould ſell my cows: 


But let me hear how you're defign'd to move,” 
Between Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 


K PATIE. 
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PATIE. 
Then here it is his will muſt be obey'd; 
My vows I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride, © 
But I ſome time this laſt deſign muſt hide: 
Keep you the ſeeret cloſe, and leave me here, 
I ſent for Peggy—yonder comes my dear. 


Roos. 1 
This ſecret I will keep for ever in my WY 
The devil ſhall not know what you to me expreſs· d. 
[Exit Roger. 


PAT IE. /olus. 


With what a ſtruggle muſt I now impart, 
My father's will to her that holds my heart ! 
1 E ſhe loves, and her ſoft ſoul will ſink, 
While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
Of diſappointment.—Heav'n ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your tender care. — 
Her eyes are red l- 


Enter PEGGY. 


My Peggy, why 1n tears ? 
As uſual ſmile, allow no room for fears ; 
Tho' I'm no more a ng, yet I'm thine.- 


PzGGY. 

I dare not think ſo high ;—I now repine 
At the unhappy chance that made not me 
A gentle match, or ſtill a herd keep thee. - 
Who'can without great pain ſee from the coaſt 
The ſhip. that bears his all like to be loſt? 
Like to be carried by ſome river's hand, 
Far from his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 4 


Prix. 


tk 79 3 


PATIE. 6 
Ne'er quarrel fate, while it with me 3 
To raiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. | 
My father has forbid our love's I own, 
Bur love's ſuperior to a parent's frown; 
I falſhood hate; eome, kiſs thy cares ade 
I know to love as well as to obey— 
Sir William's gen'rous—leave the taſk to me, 
To make ſtrict duty and true love ans. 


PEGGY. 


Speak on, ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my grief, 
But hardly I dare to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with nice air ſwinis round in filk attire; | 
Then I, poor me!—with ſighs may curſe my fate, 
When the young ſquires no more my chearful Pate, 
No more again to hear ſweet tales expreſs'd, 
By the blythe ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt; 
No more be . — by the tattleing gang, 
When Patie kiſs d me when I danc'd or ſung: 
No more, alas! will on the meadows play, 
And run half breathleſs round the cocks of hay; 
No more around the foggy hill I'll creep, 
To watch the ſtars upon thee while aſleep; 
But hear my vow!—'twill help to give me caſe» 
May ſudden death, or deadly Fre e 
And worſt of ills attend my A life, 
If &er to one but you I be a wife. 


S ON . 


Speak on, f. thus, and ſtill ief, 
"Hold up — that's $ ly Hh 
Theſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from lis Peggy under. 
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A gentler face, and ſilk attire, by 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, p 

Alas =” me, will now conſpire 7 9 


To 


» 


cal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 
The reſt, who's wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell ;— 
Ah, I can die, but never ſunder. 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, 
Ye banks where we were want to wander, 
Sweet ſcented cocks round which we play'd 
You'll looſe your ſweets when we're afunder, 


Again, Ah ! ſhall I never creep 
Around the hill with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty. 
Hear, heaven! while ſolemnly I vow ! | 
Though thou ſhould prove a wand'ring lover; 
Thro' life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


PATTIE. 


Sure heav'n approves ! and be aſſur'd of me, 

F ne'er ſhall.change from what I've ſworn to thee; 

And time, though time muſt interpoſe a while, 

And I muſt leave my Peggy and this iſle; 

Yet time nor diſtance nor the faireſt face, 

If there's a fairer e'er ſhall fill thy place, 

I'd hate my riſing fortune ſhould it move 

The fair foundation of my faithful love; 

If at my feet were crowns and ſceptres laid, 

To bribe my foul from my delighted maid, 

For thee I'd ſooner leave all theſe inferior things, 
Ta ſuch as have the patience to be kings 

5 þ Wherefore 


LS] 
* 7 


1 J 
Wherefore that tear? believe and calm thy mind, 


PE OG G. 


I weep for joy to hear thy words ſo. kind. 
When hope was ſunk and nought but dark deſpair, 
Made me think life was little worth my care; 
My heart was like to burſt; but now I ſee 
Thy gen'rous thoughts will ſave thy love for me; 
With patience then I'll wait each rolling year, 
Hope time away, till thou with joy appear, 
IP And all the while I'll ſtudy: gentler charms, 
To make me fitter for my trav'lers arms, 
T'll gain on uncle Glaud, he's far from being a fool, 


And will not grudge to put me thro” each (chool; 
Where I may manners learn,— 


S O N 8. 


When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break, 

My life appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for your ſake. 

Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

With me his dear image ſnall ſtay, 

39 js And my ſoul keep him ever in ſight. 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt Charms, 
Hope time away till thou ap 
Then for ever be lock'd in thoſe arms. 
While thou was a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life ; 


But now I'll endeavour to riſe 


8 15 a —_ that's becoming thy vi 5 
For 


( 2 ] + 


For beauty that's only ſkiri deep, 
Muſt fade like © daſies in May; ; 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever without a decay. 
Nor age nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fuel of love, 
If virtue's in grain in the wife, 


And the huſband has ſenſe to approve. 


PAT TE. 

—— That's wiſely ſaid, 
And * he ſpends that way ſhall be well paid; 
Though without all the little helps of art, 
Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart; 
'Yet now, teſt in our ation we offend, 
We muſt learn modes to innocence unknown, 
Affect oft times to take the thing we hate, 
And drop ſerenity to keep up ſtate ; 
Laugh _ we're fad—ſpeak when we've nought 

to ſay,” 
And for the faſhion glad—tho' ſorry when we're 
a; 

Pay 3 to them we oft have ſcorn'd; 
Then ſcandalize them when their backs are turn'd. 


Pzcev. 
If this 3 is gen'try I had rather be 
What I am ſtill—but I'll be ought with thee, 


PAT TIE. 

No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
With gentries apes, for ſtill among the beſt 
Good manners give integrity a blaze, 

When native virtues join their arts to pleaſe. 


ö 
/ 


PE OG x. 
Since with no hazard, and ſo ſmall expence, 
My lad from books can gather ſo much = 
en 


U && [ 


Then why, Ah! why ſhould the tempeſtuous ſea, 
Endanger thy dear life and frighten me? 
Sir William's cruel that would force his fon: 
For what he knows not, fo great riſk to-run. - 


PATIE. 

There is no doubt but travelling does improve, 
Yet I would ſhun it for thy ſake my love; | 
But ſoon as I've ſhook off my ruſtic eaſt 
In foreign cities, home to thee I'll haſte. 


en 
With every ſitting day and riſing morn, 
I'll kneel to heav'n, and aſk thy ſafe return; 
Under that tree, among the flowers gay, 
Where oft when young we us'd to run and play; 
And to the hazleſthaw where firſt you vow'd your 
love, > 
You would be mine, and I your love approv'd ; 
I'll often go and tell the trees and flowers, 
With joy that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 
| . 
At ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
Pl} aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee: 
I'll viſit oft the berken-buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
While round thou did'ſt enfold me. 


To all your haunts I will repair, 
To greenwood ſhade or * 

Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon the mountain ; 


T here 


L 84 ] 


There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
From thought unfeign'd and tender, E 

By vow you're mine, my love is yours, | 
A heart which cannot wander, 


PAT TE. 


My dear, allow me from your temples fair, 
A ſhining ringlet of your flowing hair ; 
Which as a ſample of each lovely charm, 
I'll often kiſs, and wear about my arm. 


PE 6 Gx. 


Wer't in my power with better boons to pleaſe, 
I'd give the beſt I could with the ſame eaſe, | 
Nor would I if your luck had fallen to me, 

Been 1 in one jot leſs generous to thee. 


PATIE. | 
doubt it not, but ſince we have little time, 
Spend it on words would border on a crime; 


Love's ſofter meaning, better is. expreſs'd, 
When tis n kiſſes on the heart impreſs'd. 


E xcunt. 


End of the Fourth Ack. 


1 


Se 8. h 
Enter BAUL Dx. 


SY MON. 


Win want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
le, eh ſleep keeps all within its 


Far to the ers the ſmall approaching light, 
Stands equal twixt the morning and the night, 
What makes you ſhake and ſtate, and look ſo white ? 
Your teeth i» they chatter, hair doth ſtand upright. 


BAL. U V. 
O lend me ſoon ſome water, milk, or beer, 
My head's grown giddy legs do ſhake with fear! 
I'll ne'er dare venture by myſelf at night; 25 
For no poor mortal e er got ſuch a fright ; 
I'll ne'er recover Oh Symen! Symon ! ! Oh! 


Le tiver him fome liquor: 
SyMon. 


What ails the foot, what makes you this to 46? 


You've wak'd Sir William he has left his bed 
He comes, 1 5 * pleas' a—1 hear his tread. zip 


| Enter 


[86 1 
Euter Sir W 1174 AM. | 


Sir WILLIAM. 
How goes the night ? As yet the morning dawn 
Spreads its bright circle o'er the dewy lawn. 


SY MON. | 
I'm ſorry, Sir, your reſt has been diſturb'd, 
More quiet in my houſe ſhould be obſerv'd; 
To pleaſe you ever ſhall be all my boaſt, 
But this mad fool has ſeen a witch or ghoſt, 


BAULDY. 


What Symon ſays, dear Sir, 1s very true, 
And here I come to tell it all to you. 


Sir WII IIA M, ſmiling: | 
I long to hear it, Bauldy, pray proceed. 


| „ars. 

I crave your pardon—but that old witch call'd 

Mauſe, - 155 

That lives above the hill, was all the cauſe: 
Firſt did ſhe promiſe with her witchcraft art, 
Change hate to love, a pretty laſs's heart, 
As was agreed I met with her this night, 
I wiſh no friend of mine get ſuch a . 
For the curſt hag, inſtead of doing me good, 
O diſmal thought — tis like to freeze my blood ! 


| Rais'd up a ghoſt, or devil—I know not what, 


Like a dead corps that in the grave doth rot; 


Black hands it had, and face as white as death, 


Both on me fell, till 1 was out of breath; 

They pull'd me down, the ſtory I would hide, 

To tell the guth they whipt my bare backſide, bs 
PRE 7g 7 y 


1 0 


My heart did beat, and hopes I had but few, q 
Depriv'd of ſenſe I knew not what to doom q 
Then with a hideous laugh, they vaniſh'd quite, } 
Left me half dead with anger, fear, and ſpite: . — | 
Crawl'd on all-fours, once more your pardon crave, i 
And come to you, that I might juſtice have ;— | 
Do burn the witch, a creature that I hate, 

Or ſure my heart will ne'er give o'er to beat. 


| Sir WII I IAM. 7 
With pleaſure, Bauldy, I your cauſe will hear, 
And orders give that Mauſe ſhall ſoon. appear. 


BavLinDy, 

Thanks to your honour, I will ſoon attend, 
Firſt Pate and Roger get to bind the fiend, 
Prevent the witch from doing me more evil, 
Leſt ſpells ſhe caſt to raiſe again the devil. 

* { Exiz Bauldy. 


Sir WILLIAM. 
| Good Symon through this ſtory J can ſee, 
The witch and ghoſt have acted merrily ; 
Uncultivated minds are oft oppreſs d, 
When education lulls the mind to reſt. 


SY MOR. N 
But does your worſhip think there's no ſuch 
thing | 
As witch and devils, dancing round a ring? 
A thouſand tricks they'll play, I have heard tell; 
Contriv'd they could not be on this fide hell. 


| Sir WILLIAM. 
Such as the devil dancing on the plain, 
Amongſt old women blind and lame, 
L 2 How 
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How glad they are to ſee him come and paſs, 
O'er hedge and ditch in ſhape much like an 
At other times appears like a black horn'd cow, 
And often like a dog, a cat, or ſows 1 
Then with his train thro* airy paths he glides, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broomſticks ride, 
Or in an egg-ſhell ſkim along the main, 


To drink the devil's health in France or Spain; 


And then at night diſturb the confus'd fools, 
Pull down their cupboards, break their chairs and 


{tools :=— 
If in ſuch things you or your friends believe, 
| I ne'r did to them any ä 2 8 
SYMON. 


Its true, WOE} we never heard a witch 
Had much good ſenſe, or one that e er was rich, 
But Mauſe, though poor, is a ſagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt life; 
Which makes me think the noiſe of what is paſt 
Will end in nothing but a joke at laſt. | 


fir WII Aa Nog | 
* 1 am ſure it vil but ſee the morning light 

Commands the imps of. darkneſs down to night; 
Pray raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 


While I walk out to Make the S air. 


8 . 


I. 
FT he bonny crey-ey'd morn begins to 
And darkneſs flies before the riſing =» | 
he hearty hind ſtarts from his lazy ſleep, 
Naa 


II. 
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II. 
Without, a guilty ſting or wrinkled bow, 
The lark and the linnet attend his levee, 
And join in the concert as drawing his plough, 
From coil or grimace and pageantry free. 


| III. 

While flutter d with. wine, or 2 d with loſs 
Of half an eſtate, che prey of the main, 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiking 92 . and lumber 1 in vain. 


IV. 
May | health be my portion, and quiet of mind, 
Pleas'd. at a que diſtance from party and ſtate, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, | 
Reach man who has happineſs link'd to his fate. 


SCENE.. uU. 


InTRODPCTION.. 
While Peggy laces up ber boſom fair, 
With a blue ihe ribbond Jenny binds ber hair, 
Glaud by dis fire ſide doth take a warm, 
While morning fun doth all the fields adorn ; 
With pipt in mouth the girls they on bim ply, 
Aud _ ugh in ö be breaks the you away. 


Gu av, Prone and Jznwr. 


* 


2 GrLavd. 
I wiſh my child it may keep fair till night, 
You do not uſe ſo ſoon to fee the light; 
But I can gueſs the cauſe of this 
'Tis to ſee Pate, and get a parting kiſs ; 
His ſtation's alter'd, ſoon he'll from us move, 
Or can you think he'd ever grant you love. 


Straub. 


T 90 4 


r 3 
Though he's young maſter now, I'm very ſure 
He has more ſenſe than ſlight old friends tho poor; 5 
But yeſterday he call'd us all his dear, LE 
And kiſs'd my couſin Peg from ear to ear. 


Din 
Ay, ay, no doubt on't, and he'II do't again, 4 
But be advis'd—his company refrain; | 
Before he as a ſhepherd ſought a wife, i 
With her to live a chaſte and frugal life; © 
But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
"_ Godly thoughts, and brag of n a re, 


ſ Pzcov. 
"A rake What's that ?—do tell me, I can't reſt, 
Tf aught that's bad, it ne'er poſſeſs'd his breaſt. 


GA xDD." 2 
O, fooliſh girl, .I'll tell to you my mind, 

One young, and good, and gentle's rare to find, 

A rake's a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks no ſhame 

To do what like of us think fin to name; 

Such are fo, void of ſhame, take pride to tell 

In baſe diforders they have been unwell ; 

They'll tempt young girls with youthful talk and 

ſkill, 


Then caſt them off, when they have had their will; 
Be careful then and don't encourage Pate, 
Leſt you repent it, when it is too late. 


git b5- PEOO x. 922 
Sir William's virtuous and of gentle blood, 
And "iy not Patrick too like him be good. 
GLAUD. = 
'T hat's true, and many more than he, 
As they are wiſer, better are than we; 
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But not ſo many, truth to y ou I'll tell, | 
Some lau augh at God, at Joomftay, fin, and hell. 


IE NN x. 
Surprizin A to me that's . 
Sure be ha doubts a CE doubts a 5 6 Got, 


GLAUD. 


Doubt hy they never doubt, nor * 
think; 
Nor hope, nor fear, but curſe, debauch, and drink; 
But I am ſure, though all theſe things I've ſaid, 
One of thoſe crimes will ne'er to Pate be laid. 


PRO.. 
The Lord forbid ! O he knows better = 


Bur here comes aunt—her tace ſome wonder brings. 


" — M AD G F. 


M ADGE., | 
Make haſte to Symon's, there to lend an ear, 
You need not tarry long, 'twill ſoon ap 
Twixt Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraft 
art, 


Sir William's judge, to act his Grondly ou 


8 
Give me my ſtick, I'll ſtep. a bit before 
Madge, We the girls, and lock the outer door. 
| Exit. Glaud. 


MadGe, 

See Peggy's boſom how it pants wich gel, 
With tears and ſighs, but cannot find relief ; 
This day her ſprightly lover takes his horſe, 
'To 0 a Honey Fpark at . eroſs; 


To 


For gentler tea, that ſme 
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To change his ſhepherd's ſtalf, cut from the plain. 


For a fine fword and glancing headed cane; 


To leave his wooden f. don and cream of whey, 
s like new made hay; 


| 0 - 


To leave the green graſs dance when we go milk, - 


To ſport among the ladies clad in filk; 
But Peg, poor Peg! muſt with the ſhepherds ſtay, 


And take what God wilf fend in homeſpun grey. 


g PRO OY. 


Dear aunt, what need you trouble me with ſcorn ? 
Ts not my fault that I'm no gentler born, 


If I the daughter of fome lord had been 


I ne er Had notic'd Pate upon the green; 
His exalted ſtation ne er tha 


a r ſhall make me pine, 

If he's another's fure he can't be mine; 3 
But then if heaven, who forms all love's decree, - 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife ſhall be. 


M AD G E. 
A pretty tale indeed but we delay, 


Pin up your aprons both, and come away. 


SCENE III. 
 InTRODUCTION... 
Sir William fills the elbow chair, 
While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mauſe, 
Attend and with loud laughter hear | 
Mad Bauldy bluntly plead his cauſe : 
The ſcourge be got as well as claws, 
For breaking of good-breeding's laws, 


And with his nonſenſe rais d the rage, 
Of Madge and Mauſe, that worthy Jafe. - 


Sir WI I I IAM. 15 
And was that all ?—Well, Bauldy, you was ſerv” 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd, 


Was 


— 


Wed 


By perjury an innocent young maid, 


Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 


Is this your daughter, Glaud? 


4 93 ] 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defame 


And thus abuſe an honeſt woman's name:; 
Beſides'you're” going about to have betray d 


BAVLDY, 


Sir, Leonfeſs my r chrough all the ſteps, 
And ne'er again hall be untrue to Neps. | 


Mavss 
Thus far you oblige me on that ſcore, 
I knew not that Gy thought me ſuch before. 


1 | 

And, like your honour, I believe it well, 
Confus'd enough I was'to fee the devil, 
Yet, with yourhonour's leave, tho ſhe's no ark, 
She's both a fly and a revengeful —— 
And that my ſome place finds, I need not boaſt, 
But hold my tongue, for yonder comes the ghoſt, 
And the young pretty witch, whoſe roſy cheek, 
Sent me without my wits the devil to ſeek. 


Baues Map OE, PEG Ov, and JzZN Nx. 
Sir WII IIA M, looking at Peggy. 


Whoſe daughter's ſhe that wears the Aurora gown, 
With face ſo far, and looks ſo lovely brown ? | 
How ip arkling are her eyes Wer hs s this? I find 
The * e all my fi kite ſter to my mind; 


Which death too ſoon de ptiv'd of ſweeteſt grace, 


Gian. 5 


— Sir ſhe's my niece— 
And yet ſhe's not, but I muſt hold my peace. 
| M 


Sir 


— 


L * 1 


Sir WII I 1 AM. ws 
This is a contradiction what d'ye mean? =" 


She is and ſhe is not—pr1 thee Glaud explain. 


Guavp.” 


 Bocauſe I doubt if I ſhould thuke appr. 


e AR 


What I have kept a ſecret fifteen year- 1. 


Maus. 
You me reveal what I can ue; clear. 


Sir WILLIAM. 
Speak ſoon !—I'm all | W 


Pri. 0 
— — — So ani 
is much J * and N yet know 5. 


GL AU b. 


Then, ſince my maſter orders, I obey :— 
This pretty foundling, one clear morn of May, 
Cloſe by the lee-ſide of my door I found, - 
All ſweet ad clean and Carefully wrapt round, 
In infant weeds of rich and gentle make, 
What could they be, thought I, did thee forſ; ake, 
Who, worſe than brutes, could leave expos'd to air 


* 


So much of innocence, ſo ſweetly fair, = 


So helpleſs young; for ſhe appear'd to me, 
Not mote than four months old to. be: 


I took her in my arms, the infant ſmil'd, 


With ſuch a look would make a ſavage mild ; 
Canceal'd the ſtory, nor did I cer incline, 
Nor does one krow/but that's a niece of mine ; 
And I am glad ſhe now ſo ſweet appear, 
For well ſhe's worthy all my coſt and care; 


—_— r 


Lou 
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You ſee ſhe's bonny, J can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood, 
To whom I know not, neither know I more 

Of this whole matter than I told before. 22 


„ Paris. 8 
————— The tale delights mine ear, 


Sir WI L LIAM. 
Command your joys, young man, till truth ap- 
appear. 


Maus E. 


Be that my taſk.— Now, fir, bid all be wwſh ; 
Peggy may ſmile, you have no cauſe to bluſh. 
Long have I wiſh'd'to ſee this happy day, 

That I might ſafely to the truth give way; 
That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 


The beſt and neareſt friend that ſhe can claim; 


He 'twas at firſt, and with quick eye did trace 
His ſiſter's beauty 1 in her daughter's face, 


Sir WILLIAM, 


Old woman do not rave - prove what you ſay, 
'Tis dangerous in affairs like this to * 


PAT 1E. 


What reaſon can an old woman have ä 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſo near her grave? TIS 
But how or why it ſhould be — grant 
The * wn ſtrange, therefore a 3 * 


OMNES, 
The ſtory? s odd !—we wiſh to hear it out, 
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Sir WILLIAM. 
Make haſte, good woman, and reſolve our . 


Mauſe goes forward leading Peggy to Sir William, 


Mavuss. 


Sir, view me well ;—has fifteen years ſo — 1 
A wrinkled face that you have often-view'd 
That here J as an unknown ſtranger ſtand, 


Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand— 
Yet ſtronger proofs I'll give if you demand. 


Sir WILLIAM, 
Ha! honeſt nurſe ! where were my eyes before? | 
FJ know thy ens, and need no more, 


Maus. 


Yet from the winding mazes, to lead out my 
mind, 
So to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind, a 


[Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her fit 
by him, 


Sir W1LL1 AM. 


Yes, ſurely thou'rt my niece !—truth muſt prevail 
But no more words till Mauſe relates her tale. 


PATTIE. 
Good nurſe, go on, no muſic's half ſo fine, 
Or can give pleaſure like theſe words of thine, 


71 


Ma üb s k. 


Then it was J that ſav'd her infant life, 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wiſe, 
The ftory's long, but I the ſecret knew, 

How they purſy' d with avaricious yiew 


Her- 


ww 
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Her rich eſtate, of which they're. now poſſeſs d; 
All this. to me in confidence confeſs'd. 

J heard with horror, and with trembling dread, 
They'd ſmother the forſaken orphan in her bed ! 
That very night, when all were ſunk in reſt, 
At midnight hour the floor I ſoftly preſs'd, 

And ſtole the ſleeping infant ſwift away, 

With whom I travel'd ſome few miles 'ere day ; 
All day I hid me—when the day was done 
Purſu'd my journey, lighted by the moon, 

Till eaſtward fifty miles I reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needful plenty glads theſe chearful ſwains; 
Afraid of being found out, I to ſecure 

My charge, I laid her at this ſhepherd's door, 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er ſhould happen to her might be by ; 
Here honeſt Glaud himſelf and Symon may 


Remember well, how I that very day 


From. Roger's father took my little cot— 


GLAUD, with tears of joy dropping down bis beard. 
I well remember't !—bleſlings be your lot. 
Long have I wiſh'd for this, for oft I thought, 
Such knowledge ſome time would about be brought. 
| , | 


i | PATIE. 

Its now a crime to doubt, my joys are full, 
With due obedience to a parent's will ; 
Sir, with paternal love ſurvey her charms, 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms; 
She's mine by vows, and would, tho' ſtill unknown, 
Haye been my wife, when I my vows durſt own. 


4 Sir WILLIAM. 
My niece my daughter !—welcome to my 
care 


Sweet image of thy mother good and fair; 


Equal 


£ 9 1 


Equal with Patrick, now my greateſt aim | 
Shall be to aid your joys and well-match'd flame; 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand _. 
With as good will as either would demand. _ 


Patie and Peggy embrace and kneel 40 Sir * William, 


* 


Paris, 


With as much j joy this bleſſing I receive, 
As one would life that's linking 1 in a wave. p 1 | 


LA, 


e Sir WII I IA . raſes Mer 


I give ye both my bleſſing—may your love 
9 a APP race, and ſtill 1 improve. 


* 45 „ger. 
My wifhes are complete my joys ariſe, 
While I'm half dizzy with the bleſt furprize; ; 
So happy now to be a match for one 8 
Who has to me ſuch gen'rous kindneſs ſnewn; 
Jong may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, 
Happy, white Om grant. he on them reps; 


* 


þ 
a . 


P ATI E. 
Be long our guardian, ever may you live, 

I'll only crave what. you will pleaſe to give — A 
The eſtate be your's, and Peggy I receive. 
 GLavD. 

1 hope your honour now will take amends | 

Of n chat ſought her life for wicked ends. 
ä ). > 058 
TITS. "Sit Wire. 
The baſe unnatura! villains ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below; 
"FI rip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make. them ran there: ill got 2 gains. 
1 Por. 


* = 
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Was an 
To me the views of wealth; and an eſtate; | 
Seem light, when put in balance with my Pate; 


For his ſake ever will J conſtant prove, 


And ever bleſs La hoùr he calld' me e | 
t 4. 1 922 | 
"$418 nas, 4 = b 

What double gladneſ brightens up this "ol — 


I hope now, fir, you'll not ſoon haſte away: 


Shall L put up your horſes and prepare 
A dinner for you of good country fare? 

See how much joy unwrinkles every brow-; 
Look on that pair, and doat on you; 

Een Bauldy there has quite forgot, 

How Madge did flog him—witty Mauſe 8 plot, 


Sir WILLIAM. 
Kind old man I ſtay with you this day, 
I never from theſe fields again will ſtray ; 


| Maſons and carpenters ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, | 


And buſy gard'ners ſhall new plantings rear; 
My uber s hearty table you ſoon ſhall ſen 
Reſtor'd, and my beſt meh rejoice with me. 


> Rs * 


1 ate 


Thar s the beſt news I heard theſs: teen years; 4 
New day breaks out, rough times begin —— * 


* 


3 


God ſave the king, and ſave Sir William K 
1 enjoy his own, and raiſe the ſhepherd' s long. 


Noa. 


Who will not dance ?—who will refuſe to ſing ? | 
What ſhepherd's whiſtle will not hail the ſpring ? 


BauLDy. 
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BAVLDY. - +4451 os 
I'm friends with Mauſe—with very Madge T'm 
'greed, 
Though frighten'd much and flogg'd indeed; 
I'm now quite happy and frankly can forgive, 
And join and ſing long may Sir William live. 


| MAD OF. 
Long may he live; but Bauldy your a cake, 


Your mouth pray ſtop, and think before you ſpeak, 


Call no one old that has not married been, 
Elſe you may dread the fingers you have ſeen; 
This day I'll with the youngeſt of ye rant, 
And bleſs the hour that I was call'd the aunt 
Of our young lady—may bleflings on her flow, 


PE OG Gy. 


No other name for you I'll ever know. 
And, my good nurſe, how ſhall I grateful be, 
For all thy matchleſs kindneſs done to me? 


* 


Maus. 


The flowering pleaſures of this happy day, 
Does fully all I can require repay. 


Sir WILLIAM. 


To faithful Symon, and kind Glaud to you, , 
And to your heirs I give an endleſs few, [ 
The farms you now poſſeſs as juſtly due, 

For acting like kind fathers to my pair, 

Who have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare: 
Mauſe in my houſe in calmneſs cloſe your days, 
With nought to do but ſing your maker's praiſe, 


OMNES, 


— 
- 


— 
- 


Our hearts and hjands to you are both rivet. * 


Be pleas d to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, | 


Shall nod in quiet down among the dead, 


And when I did *rwas not in my own praiſe; 


1 will erploy the cares of all my li 


r 4 
OMN ES. 
The Lord reward you as he ſhall think fit, 


Pate, ff Roger to Sir William. 


PAT Ik. 


Sir Ls $ my truſty friend,” that PATE. ſhar'd, 
My boſom ſecrets when I was a ſhepherd ; 
Glaud's daughter Jenny, (Jenny chink no ſhame) 
Rais'd and maintain'd in him a lover's flame 
Long was he dumb, at laſt he ſpoke and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's ſon: 


That none may wear a face of diſcontent. 


| Sir WILLIAM. | 
My ſon's demand is fair—Glaud let me crave - + 
That truſty Roger may your daughter have. 
With frank conſent ; and while he does remain 


Upon theſe fields I I make him chamberlain. 


GLAu p. | 
You crowd your bounties, fir, what can we ſay, 
But that we're bankrupts that can never pay, 0 
Whate' er your honour's will I ſhall obey : 
Roger, my daughter, with my blefling take, 
And ſtill our maſter's right your buſineſs make; 
Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this old grey head 


Ro CER, 
I ne'er was good at ſpeaking all my days, 


But for my maſter, fat..er, and {3 wite, 


N 4 
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Sir WILLIAM. 


My friends, I'm ſatisfied you'll all behave, 
Each in his ſtation as I'd wiſh or crave ; 
Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late you'll find, 
Reward and ſatisfaction to your mind. 


The maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild, 


And oft when hopes are higher we're beguil'd 


Oft when we ſtand on brink of dark deſpair | 
Some happy turn with joy diſpels our care, c 


Now all's at rights who ſings beſt let me hear, 


PE OG G. 


Lour demand is granted, whatſoe' er you crave, 
I'll ſing you one the neweſt that I have. 


S O N 6. 


My Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy; 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy: 

His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 


He's comely in his walking, 


The ſhining of his eyes ſurprize— 


Its heaven to hear him talking. 
Laſt night I met him on a bank, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There many a kindly. word he ſpake, 
Which ſet my heart a glowing : 
He kiſs'd and vow'd he would be mine, 
He lov'd me beſt of any, 
That makes me like to ſing e er ſince, 
O corn-rigs are bonny. 
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Let women of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what moſt their wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
Make him as happy as any, 
And free to touzel early or late, 
Where corn-rigs are bonny. 
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